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CHAPTER I.
“ My dear Amy, she’s five-and-thirty if she’s a 
day ! Would you have me marry a woman seven 
years older than myself ?”
“ In a general way—no, of course not. In this 
particular case—yes, most decidedly. Ernes­
tine Halliday is the youngest woman of five-and- 
thirty (if she is five-and-thirty, which I beg leave 
to doubt) that I ever met. She is a delightful 
woman; she is very rich; and Americans are 
all the rage now. Why, more than half the best 
marriages are made by Americans, and if Er­
nestine chose she could be a countess to-mor­
row.”
“ To-morrow! No, Amy, my love; even 
oarls and New York heiresses can’t get married 
without one whole day’s notice. And that is by 
special licence, which has always seemed to me 
a ridiculous waste of money. Indeed, I’ve made 
up my mind, that if any rich girl ever takes such 
a fancy to me that she offers to buy a special li­
cence and marry me off-hand, I will beg her to 
calm her impetuosity, consent to wait the twen­
ty-one days, and let me have the difference to 
spend.”
A peal of hearty laughter made Walter Drake 
look round as he finished this declaration. Miss 
Ernestine Halliday, faultlessly dressed in a 
pearl-gray silk, with a tiny bonnet to match in 
which was one spray of scarlet blossom, was 
standing at one of the many doors of the tiny 
salon of Mrs. Plunket’s flat, at No. 35 Boulevard 
Haussmann, Paris. The Exhibition, the great, 
noisy, crowded Exhibition, was in full swing. 
Paris was full of pleasure-seeking foreigners 
whose money had been pouring for the past 
three months into capacious French pockets. 
Mrs. Plunket, of Eaton Square, more socially im­
portant than wealthy, and Miss Ernestine Hal­
liday, of Chicago, more wealthy than socially im­
portant, were sharing a tiny flat of the top of one 
of the big Boulevard Haussmann houses, the per­
manent tenant of which had joined the rest of 
the Parisians proper in giving up their pretty 
capital during the dog-days to the long-suffering 
foreigner. And Mrs. Plunket’s good-looking 
young brother was staying with them to serve as 
escort.
Miss Halliday was not handsome, but she was 
as good looking as she had ever been—which, 
after all, is more than you can say of a pretty 
woman at thirty-five, and she knew how to make
the very best of herself—which is more than you 
can say of most women at any age. And the im­
pression of her dark-skinned face was so bright 
and so good-humored that it seemed open to 
uestion whether young Dr. Drake, if he should 
ecide upon throwing her the handkerchief, 
might not have gone farther and fared very
much worse.
Two things, however, stood in the way. The 
one was Miss Halliday’s money. A few hun­
dreds a year with one’s wife would be a very 
good thing, but when it came to thousands the 
case was different; Walter Drake had no fancy 
for the position of becoming merely a rich 
woman’s husband. The second obstacle—well, 
perhaps Miss Halliday guessed that too, as she 
certainly did the first.
At the sound of her laughter he had sprung up 
from his chair, blushing furiously and hoping 
she had not heard the whole of his speech and 
the little bit of talk with his sister which had 
preceded it. But Miss Halliday was one of those 
women who never hear more than they are in­
tended to hear, or see more than they are 
wanted to see, and who go through life with the 
reputation of being “ awfully nice ” in conse­
quence.
“ What difference is this that your brother 
wants to have to spend, Amy ?” she asked, there­
by relieving Walter’s feelings somewhat. “ Are 
we to dine at the Palais Royal instead of at Bre- 
bant’s, and then to be left to consolation in each 
other’s society while you rush off to gamble 
away ‘ the difference ’ in paris-mutuels ?”
“ You are going to find your consolation in lof­
tier society than mine this evening, Miss Halli­
day. The Vicomte de Lussac and Monsieur 
Montferrand are to be your escort to-night.”
“ But we could find room for you !”
A slight shade of disappointment and annoy­
ance passed over Miss Halliday’s face, and then 
she threw at him a quick glance, which had the 
effect of making hijn blush. He answered her 
with his eyes, as if m mock humility, fixed upon 
the ground.
“ You and Amy were both so horribly cruel to 
me last night that I’m sulking, so that you may 
discover my value.”
“Why do you young Englishmen look down 
upon young Frenchmen? I’m sure the vicomte 
and his friend are both very nice little fel­
lows.”
“ Little fellows ! That’s it. I can’t help look­
ing down upon them.”
“ And why does a tall man always think him­
self so much better than a short one ?”
“And why—if we’re all going to ask riddles 
without waiting for the answers, ” broke in Mrs. 
Plunket—“are you always dressed before any­
body else, Ernestine ?”
“ It’s the horrible commercial taint in my 
blood, dear. If my father and grandfather had 
been late at their stores, they would have lost 
their customers ; and the old habit has descend­
ed to me, though nothing remains of either 
stores or customers save the merry little dollars 
they brought in.”
“ Well, that is quite enough to remember them 
by. Now, if you will promise not to be too un­
kind to poor Walter for his defection—and he 
really has a bad headache,” said Mrs. Plunket, 
caressing her brother’s handsome dark head 
as he leaned back in his easy-chair, “ I’ll go and 
get dressed too. Those young fellows will be 
here in a quarter of an hour. They are as 
punctual as you are.”
Mrs. Plunket disappeared through one of the 
doors with which the little salon was perforated 
on all sides ; and her brother was left with Miss 
Halliday. He had an uneasy feeling that she 
had found him out, and he would have got away 
if he could. She sprang up from the little cane 
chair on which she had for a moment sat down, 
and passed Walter on her way to the nearest of 
the two French window’s.
“ A headache, has he, poor fellow 1” she said, 
with a little mocking glance ; “ come out on the 
balcony. The sun is not hot now ; the air will 
do you good.”
Young Dr. Drake’s face, burnt red as it was by 
the sun, grew several shades deeper yet in 
color.
“ I don’t care for the balcony,” he said, adopt­
ing an indifferent drawl, which, however, was not 
a great success.
“ Not in the daytime that is, of course,” said 
Miss Halliday, after a pause, softly, so that the 
sound of her words went no further than her 
companion’s ears.
Walter started, got up, and with all his lan- 
uid affectations suddenly gone, came out after 
er upon the balcony.
Mrs. Plunket’s flat was at the back of the 
fourth floor of a house which overlooked a nar-
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row street at the back of the New Opera House. 
A broad balcony ran from end to ena of the suite 
of rooms, and was divided from the balconies of 
the neighbors on each side by a high wall of 
zinc. The two windows of the salon opened on 
to the middle of Mrs. Plunket’s balcony. Miss 
Halliday turned to the left, and tripped past the 
one window of Dr. Drake’s little bed-room and 
then the two of her own. This brought them to 
the zinc wall. She just glanced at it demurely; 
so, guiltily, did he.
“You like to come out here, don’t you?” she 
said, “ to smoke a final cigarette at about half­
past eleven, just after we have gone to bed ? It 
is just outside my window, you know, and I can 
hear you.”
Yes, he sometimes did stroll out on to the bal­
cony for a last cigarette, generally in fact. He 
hoped he did not disturb her.
“ Oh no, not at all. You always come so quiet­
ly, you know. But---- ”
There was a pause. Perhaps she meant it to 
be an awkward one, intending to force a confes­
sion.
“ Not at all,” said he, stiffly. “ If there is any­
thing you wish to say, pray say it.”
“ Well, there is something I want to say; I 
can’t deny it. Dr. Drake, I didn’t leave school 
yesterday ; I’ve seen a good deal of the world. 
There’s a hole in this zinc ; it gets larger every 
day ; you have made it, to look through at some­
thing—and the something is a woman !”
Walter was speechless. To have been found 
out in this mean and ungentlemanly, or boyish 
and ridiculous, act was beyond measure irritat­
ing. In the midst of his stammering and stut­
tering Miss Halliday gently interrupted him.
“ Please, please forgive me. I must go on. 
I know I am insufferably impertinent-----”
“Not at all.”
“ But I don’t care,” rejoined Miss Halliday, 
with a whimsical look. “You know that these 
people are in the same house as ourselves. 
Their door almost faces ours on the landing. 
Have you ever seen the man go in or out ?”
“No-o.”
“ Have you ever met on the stairs a thin, dark 
man, rather tall, but narrow-chested and with a 
stoop, who looks like a Greek ?”
“ I—I think I have.”
“Well, that is the tenant of the flat opposite 
ours. He calls himself M. Bertin, so the con­
cierge says. Now Bertin, you know, is the 
Trench equivalent for Smith or Brown. He does 
not look like a man of the best possible charac­
ter, does he ?”
“ I am afraid my masculine obtuseness is too 
great for me to be able to read a man’s charac­
ter as I pass him on the stairs.”
“Never mind his character, then. But his 
wife-----”
“ She is not his wife.”
The passionate emphasis with which Walter 
Drake uttered these words startled his compan­
ion, in spite of the shrewd guess she had made 
at the depth of the interest he took in his pretty 
neighbor. Of course he saw in a moment how 
absurdly he had betrayed himself, and recover­
ing his usual rather indifferent manner, he said, 
with an uneasy laugh:
“ I mean that the object of my admiration—I 
admit there is an object. No doubt you 
have seen her—a very handsome fair-haired 
girl. But she, I say, is not the wife of that hid­
eous rascal.”
“ ‘ Hideous rascal! ’ Oh, ho! Then you did 
notice him a little, in passing him on the stairs ?”
“ Well.” Walter smiled in spite of himself. 
“ He may be an excellent man, but his appear­
ance is not prepossessing.”
“ Well, as I was saying, his wife---- ”
“ How do you know she is his wife?”
“ Does she look like his daughter? However, 
you didn’t let me finish what I was saying. This 
will tell you what the man’s wife is ; I cut it out 
of the Figaro two days ago, and have only just 
found opportunity and courage to give it to you.”
She drew from her pocket, and thrust into his 
hand, a tiny cutting from a French newspaper. 
It contained only two short lines, with most of 
the words abbreviated to two or three letters, 
informing the public that “ La Belle Zaida ” cast 
the horoscope, foretold future events, and held 
her celebrated seances of palmistry every day 
from two o’clock till six. “ Private seances from 
nine till eleven every evening. Address for 
appointments, Madame Bertin, No. 35 Boulevard 
Haussmann.”
Before Walter Drake, whose French, like that 
of most young University men, was only strong 
h to enable him to get at the sense of aBir novel, had puzzled out the meaning of vertisement, he was alone on the balcony. 
As he put the scrap of paper into his pocket in a
tumult of passionate excitement he heard the 
voices of Muss Halliday and his sister welcoming 
the two young Frenchmen.
He slipped through the open window of his 
bed-room, and remained there until the outer 
door of the flat closed, shutting out the merry 
voices of the party.
CHAPTER II.
It was six o’clock. Walter Drake stole out 
upon the balcony with a guilty tread, threw him­
self into Miss Halliday’s deck-chair with his back 
to the zinc partition, and dived down into the 
pool of circumstance in which he found himself 
engulfed. He was in love ; he was found out. 
That was the sum of it.
He hated Miss Halliday for her warning ; he 
despised himself for not heeding it. For in spite 
of the tell-tale advertisement in his pocket, in 
spite of Miss Halliday and common-sense, he 
persisted in a stubborn, stolid, English, fact-de­
fying belief that this unknown woman to whom 
he had never even spoken, whom he had mean­
ly watched in secret, and who had not so much 
as seen his face, was the pure, innocent girl he 
had chosen to set upon a pinnacle of dreams. 
Even now his heart was beating tenfold faster 
because he knew the moment was approaching 
when, punctual as a clockwork figure, she would 
come out upon her balcony. A hateful thought 
struck him ; the hours at which she came out, 
always ten minutes past six in the evening and 
ten minutes past eleven at night, chimed in un­
comfortably with the hours named in that 
wretched advertisement for the closing of the 
seances.
He started in his chair, and the cigar he had 
lighted dropped from his fingers into the street 
below. The light sound of a window being opened 
wider, the rustle of a curtain, then a heavy sigh. 
Walter Drake knew that his unknown goddess 
was out upon her balcony. But he would not 
move. Besides the fact that Miss Halliday’s 
discoveries had made him feel thoroughly 
ashamed of himself and his secret spying on his 
beautiful neighbor, there suddenly rose up in 
his mind an unpleasant rememberance. On the 
previous night, when he was taking advantage of 
the hole in the zinc wall to indulge in a last look 
at his divinity as she retired indoors, this parti­
tion had given way at the top, and had partly 
fallen down. Although this accident had not 
occurred without making some noise, the lady 
had gone indoors without even turning her 
head in his direction. This fact, which had 
seemed strange to him at the time, now sug­
gested that she had been all the time conscious 
of his presence. The next moment he blamed 
himself for daring to entertain such a notion. 
The sound of another sigh reached his ears; 
another, and then he heard suppressed sobs.
Moved, in spite of all his efforts at self-re­
straint, he started up, and his chair creaked 
loudly. Yet, notwithstanding this unmistakable 
betrayal of the fact that she had a listener, the 
unknown one sobbed again, if anything more 
audibly than before.
Hot with shame at the thought that he had 
been duped into taking for an innocent girl a 
woman of whom at least it must be said that she 
was an experienced coquette, Walter Drake 
turned to go indoors. But he was too much in’ 
love, in spite of his new suspicions, to be alto­
gether wise. Another sigh made him hesitate ; 
another smothered sob, and he turned back on 
to the balcony, and then moved, not quite sure 
yet whether he did so with his will or agtrinst it, 
towards the partition.
Once there, the next step was inevitable ; he 
looked through at his interesting neighbor.
There is here and there in the world a rare 
woman whose appearance almost absolves men 
from the charge of folly if they fall in love with 
her at first sight. “ La Belle Zaida ” was one of 
these. Rather tall, very slender, very fair, with 
a bloodless face from which the roses of early 
youth had fled too soon, hair too pale to be 
called golden, eyes with scarcely enough color 
to be called blue, she had an expression of face 
so irresistibly plaintive that the eye was arrest­
ed at once. A few more glances into the inno­
cent-looking wide-open eyes, at the sweet mouth, 
and a man felt his heart move in spite of him­
self, without a word from her. She was dressed 
in a plain gown of some colorless stuff; not the 
dress of an adventuress, Walter told himself em­
phatically, as all his newly-formed prejudices 
gave way with a rush at sight of her tears. For 
she was crying, really crying; her pretty pale 
face was flushed and wet, her eyes were swollen 
and blurred, her lips were trembling.
Walter’s heart leaped up. He had been sure 
before that she was unhappy ; with this confir­
mation of his belief came a passionate wish to 
console her. The sunlight, which was still 
bright, struck full upon her face and showed him 
that she was even younger than he supposed, 
certainly not more than eighteen. All irresistible 
impulse impelled him to speak to her. All sort© 
of wild, romantic ideas about the girl were start­
ing up in his mind, and among them such a> 
fixed belief that she was English that, without 
hesitation or doubt, he addressed her in her na­
tive language. ,
“I—I—beg your pardon,” he stammered out,
“I—I hope you’ll forgive my daring to speak to 
ou. But—but—I am sure you are—that is, you 
ave—I am afraid you are unhappy. And—and
—I can’t bear to see it.”
Good heavens 1 Could he have made a more 
idiotic mess of it than he had done ? He was 
ready to cut his tongue out. If he must obtrude 
his uncalled-for sympathy upon her, surely, 
surely, the English language afforded better 
words than those!
But the lady took no notice. She went on sigh­
ing and sobbing as if Walter Drake had made 
his foolish incoherent speeches at the other end 
of the world. Could it be that her sighs and her 
sobs, which were indeed singularly loud for such 
a refined looking-girl to utter, had filled her own 
ears so effectually as to drown her neighbor’s 
voice ? But as Walter asked himself this ques­
tion, the sallow, thin-faced man whose appear­
ance he had discussed with Miss Halliday ap­
peared at one of the further windows, and' mut­
tered a few words in a language Walter did not 
understand, accompanying them with an impa­
tient stamp of the foot.
Low as his voice, was, the girl turned at once„ 
checked her sobs, and ’With a little quick bend 
of the head, retired into the room from which 
she had come out. The man, with a curious 
glance, looked straight at the zinc partition, and 
Walter guessed that the unprepossessing stran­
ger had overheard his own foolish words.
The young doctor’s heart was on fire. This 
fellow had spoken to the girl in the tone he would, 
have used to a dog. Unable to trust his own 
discretion, as he felt rather than heard the other 
man’s steps coming along the adjoining bal­
cony, Walter retreated into the salon.
He could not remain indoors; excited, dis­
turbed, restless, after a few minutes spent in. 
the tiny drawing-room, which he found too small, 
to walk about in, he snatched up his hat and 
left the flat, slamming the outer door behind 
him. As he did this he noticed that the door of 
the flat opposite was open a couple of inches or 
so, and he caught sight of a pair of flashing 
black eyes in the aperture. They were those of 
Monsieur “ Bertin,” he felt sure. Walter 
stopped short. If the dark-skinned foreigner 
had anything to say to him, he could come oufe 
and say it; he should not think his young neigh­
bor was running away. But M. Bertin neither 
came out nor went in ; and after a few moment© 
spent in pretending to read a letter, Walter went 
slowly down-stairs and strolled toward the Boule­
vard des Italiens. Once, on the way there, he> 
thought he caught sight of his doubtful-looking 
neighbor. Walter was glancing back at a couple 
of the picturesquely dressed Orientals who, dur­
ing the Exhibition year, were such a common 
sight in Paris. Not far behind, dressed in a. 
tightly-fitting frock-coat, was a slim figure which, 
he took for that of M. Bertin.
“ Can he be following me ?” thought Walter.
This question was soon answered. The young 
Englishman sat down in front of one of the cafes 
on the boulevards, and having ordered a cup of 
coffee, amused himself by watching the motley 
crowd, of all nationalities, that passed and re­
passed, like a swarm of bright-winged insect© 
flitting in the light of the setting sun after the. 
heat of a July day.
But Walter scarcely saw the crowd, scarcely 
heard the hum of gay talk around him. He was 
under the spell of a woman’s sweet face ; and 
the struggles he was vainly making to believe, 
her a designing coquette only served to drive 
more firmly into his mind the impression made^ 
by her plaintive eyes. Who was she ? What 
was the relationship between her and the sallow 
furtive-eyed man who had spoken to her as if 
she had been a dog ? Was it to an ill-used wife, 
to a dupe, a servant, or a slave that Walter had 
addressed his incoherent words of sympathy?
He was asking himself these questions, when a. 
waiter, who was with difficulty threading his way 
among the compact mass of customers seated at 
the little round tables, accidentally brushed 
against his arm, causing him to look round.
There, two crowded tables ‘between him and 
Walter, sat the sallow Bertin, with his eyes 
fixed unmistakably upon the young English­
man. —
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sunburnt young Englishman who was entirely 
unknown to him, that the stranger wished to 
take one of the two chairs just vacated by a 
portly French citizen and his still portlier wife.
“ Oui,” said he, briefly ; and then waking sud­
denly to the absurdity of two Englishmen with 
an extremely limited command of French ad­
dressing each other laboriously in that language, 
he added deliberately: “ That is—yes, cer­
tainly.”
The stranger, who for some reason looked self- 
conscious and uncomfortable, reddened, and 
laughed awkwardly as he sat down. But he 
evidently wished to continue the conversation, 
in spite of Walter’s equally evident wish to have 
no more of it.
“ One doesn’t like, in France, to take it for 
granted that a man’s an Englishman, although I 
—well, I guessed you were a fellow-countryman,” 
said the new-comer, who could not have been 
more than three-and-twenty.
“ Why not ?” said Walter, aggressively. “ I 
shouldn’t think it much of a compliment to be 
taken for a Frenchman.”
For, unhappily, the young doctor was not free 
from a touch of insular jingoism.
“ Of course not,” assented the other naturally 
enough.
Having ordered an absinthe under the impres­
sion that it was quite “ the right thing,” and 
without the slightest suspicion that it was the 
social equivalent to “two-penn’orth of gin” in 
England, the new-comer glanced, as the waiter 
took away Walter Drake’s coffee-cup, at the un­
opened envelope which the action disclosed. 
He reddened still more than before, and cleared 
his throat tentatively; then, without further 
warning, he rushed at the subject which had 
evidently been occupying his mind.
“I know the man who put that down,” he 
burst out.
Walter looked up quickly, not well pleased at 
finding that he had had a second close observer 
of his actions during the past ten minutes. The 
young man, who refrained from meeting his an­
gry eyes, went on quickly—
“ He’s a sort of quack, a spirtualist and teller 
of fortunes, and adventurer, you know, who 
makes money just any way he can—not at all a 
—a ‘ desirable acquaintance,’ as ladies say.”
“ I dare say,” said Walter, briefly.
The young man began to look more comforta­
ble than ever. If there had been a vacant chair 
anywhere near he would promptly have changed 
his seat. But there was not. So he plucked up 
his courage and dashed on—
“ I—I hope you don’t think it impertinent of 
me, being a stranger. Of course in England one 
wouldn’t interfere even if one thought a man 
was going to be murdered, unless one knew him. 
But over here-----”
The two young men looked at each other, and 
then, recognizing the absurd truth of what the 
other was saying, Walter allowed himself a 
rather grim smile.
“ Quite true,” he said with a nod. “ Over 
here one may allow oneself a little kindness to­
wards even a stranger. So you know this man, 
Bertin, as he calls himself?”
“ Well, I—I have a friend who knows him—to 
his cost, I may say. This Bertin—Dr. Peters I 
believe he cails himself in England, but I dare 
say he has a fresh name for every country in the 
world—got an introduction to—to my friend, 
and invited him to attend seances, as he called 
them, in his rooms. And—and there was a beau­
tiful woman there-----”
Here the young man betrayed clearly, by his 
evident embarrassment, that his “friend” was 
no other than himself. Walter, on his side, grew 
crimson, and listened guiltily but with eager at­
tention.
“ Of course,” continued the youfig fellow with 
an effort, after a short pause, “ these adventur­
ers always have a pretty woman to help them. 
You see, a man is so much more of—of a fool 
when there’s a pretty woman about.”
Walter only nodded. The other went on—
“ And—and it really was awfully hard to be­
lieve that there could be anything wrong about 
her. In fact, even now I shouldn’t like to think 
there was.” Walter’s eyes met his furtively; 
there was a look of positive gratitude in those of 
the young doctor. “For there was something 
more than prettiness about her, something that 
touched one, and made one feel as if one couldn’t 
hurt her, whatever she did---- ”
“Is she his wife?” interrupted Walter, ab­
ruptly.
“ I don’t know. There’s an older woman be­
longing to the establishment, who calls herself 
Madame Bertin, but-----”
But Walter was satisfied, the wish being father 
to the thought.
Not being deficient in his countrymen’s power 
of keeping a stolidly unmoved countenance, Wal­
ter Drake let his glance pass over the man as if 
without recognition. But in truth he felt by no 
means so tranquil as he looked. He could not 
doubt that Monsieur Bertin, having overheard 
his words to the young lady without being able 
to see who it was that uttered them, had watched 
for him at the door of his flat, followed him and 
was now still engaged in tracking him down. In 
Paris at this time, where at every corner you 
might come suddenly face to face with a dark- 
skinned Arab, his furtive eyes gleaming with a 
sombre fire, or a Turk, casting glances of a languid 
sensuality from beneath his scarlet fez, it was not 
difficult to conceive what the far-famed Oriental 
jealousy might be like, how fierce in its mani­
festations, how relentless in its pursuit of re­
venge. It was fear, then, of this man which had 
caused the beautiful girl to pretend she had not 
even heard her neighbor’s incoherent words of 
sympathy. This idea, while at first it flattered 
Walter Drake’s self-love, quickly caused his 
cheeks to flush with fear lest his ill-advised dar­
ing should be visited on the helpless girl. The 
humming sauntering throng danced before his 
eyes, a blurred, confused picture against the 
sky, reddened by the setting sun. What should 
he do ? What could he do ? He was paralyzed, 
helpless. No interference on his side was pos­
sible in the affairs of a woman who had never so 
much as spoken to or looked at him.
A hand laid lightly on his arm made him 
start.
He turned; and there at his elbow stood, with 
a deprecating smile, M. Bertin. The crowd was 
so great, the customers who sat in front of the 
cafe jammed so closely together, that it
was with difficulty that he made a deferential 
little bow as he introduced himself, and ad­
dressed Walter in excellent English.
“ I beg your pardon, sir. Forgive me for hav­
ing to introduce myself. But I believe that we 
are neighbors.”
Nothing could have been more courteous, more 
obsequious even, than the man’s manner. But 
Walter felt cold from head to foot, and watched 
~ him keenly. This civility could be but a blind, 
assumed to put him off his guard, he felt sure. 
M. Bertin’s right hand was thrust into the breast 
of his frock-coat. It flashed into Walter’s mind 
that it was a revolver he was holding there, and 
the Englishman held himself ready for a spring, 
for a struggle. M. Bertin went on in the same 
courteous tone :
“ My wife and I, monsieur, like to be on good 
terms with our neighbors, and we should be de­
lighted if you would honor us with a call. The 
evening is the best time. This little note will 
explain.
Walter sat in a state of stupefaction as the man 
suddenly drew forth his hand and placed on the 
marble-topped table an undirected envelope. 
Then, with a bow as deep as the cramping cir­
cumstances allowed, he withdrew, edging his way 
among the cafe customers as neatly as a knife- 
blade.
Walter did not look after him, did not open the 
note on the table. Two words of the obsequious 
stranger’s rang in his ears, filling him, passion­
ate young idiot that he was, with a frenzy of dis­
appointment, of despair—
“ My wife 1”
CHAPTER III.
If it had not come within the experience of 
Inost of us to find, here and there, a genuine and 
tasting attachment starting upon no firmer 
ground than admiration for a pretty face, the
[>assionate misery with which Walter Drake earned, as he supposed, that the object of his 
admiration was a married woman would seem in­
conceivable. Not until that moment had he 
known how strong his absurd infatuation was. 
He stared at the envelope the man had left ly­
ing upon the table beside his coffee-cup, but 
without attempting to open it. Indeed, he 
scarcely saw it. The mournful white face of the 
woman, with the tears on her cheeks, rose in his 
mind pide by side with the sinister countenance 
of the man who had just left him. Here in this 
crowd, all busy with their own pleasure, and 
chattering gaily in tongues which sounded in his 
foreign ears a mere jargon, he felt himself truly 
alone, and gave himself up to his imaginings 
without hindrance.
Suddenly, however, his musings were inter­
rupted by a voice speaking to him in bad French, 
with the unmistakable accent of a fellow-coun­
tryman.
“ Pardon, monsieur. Est ce que je puis m’as- 
seoir a votre table ?”
Walter gathered, as he glanced up and saw a
“ The poor girl is a dupe herself, most likely,’* 
he said. “ Is she English ?”
“ Oh no ; I thought she was, but she didn’t un­
derstand a word I said.”
Conscious of having betrayed himself, he be­
gan to stammer, and broke off.
“ Not French, surely ?” said Walter, taking no 
notice of his confusion.
“ I think so. At least the man always spoke 
to her in French.”
“ And couldn’t you tell from the way she an­
swered ?”
“ She didn’t answer. That is where the trick­
ery comes in. She is made to seem a sort of 
spinx, do you see? Interesting because you 
can get nothing out of her.”
An exclamation of vexation, of disgust, es­
caped Walter’s lips.
“ All the work is given to her. The man is 
very clever and she doesn’t make her appear­
ances in public too cheap. But whenever she 
leaves the house she ensnares a victim, whether 
consciously or not I don’t pretend to say.” Wal­
ter stared down at the table, feeling hot and un­
comfortable, while the other went on: “ Then 
the man steps in. He shadows the victim for a 
little while, finds out with his eyes or his ear® 
whether he is to be trusted. Then, if he is sat­
isfied, he introduces himself, gives his little in­
sinuating card, and interest and curiosity never 
fail to bring down their man.”
He paused. Walter broke in, his voice scarce­
ly under control—
“ Well, and then—this girl-----”
“ Oh, her part remains as passive as ever.. 
She pretends to tell your fortune, which the man 
interprets. You can’t help being interested and 
amused, perhaps fascinated. He makes him­
self agreeable, and either plays cards with you 
or borrows money of you. Of course it comes to 
the same thing. And that goes on till you are 
tired of it; or till you have spent all your ready- 
money, in which case of course you are dropped.’*
There was a pause. Walter still stared at the 
table ; and the other young Englishman, becom­
ing abruptly overwhelmed with remorse of false 
shame, suddenly started up and began to edge 
his way through the crowd.
“I thought I’d better tell you. Good-even­
ing.”
lie raised his hat as he shot out these words. 
Walter, rising too, detained him for an instant.
“ I am very much obliged to you,” he said ner­
vously. ‘ ‘ Tell me one thing more, please. Why 
hasn’t he been prosecuted ?”
“Why—why,” stammered the other in confu­
sion, “ one can’t exactly do it—with that girl 
about. One hasn’t the heart.”
Walter raised his hat in his turn, and asked 
no more. He had a long walk by himself right 
through the city to old Paris, through the Fau­
bourg St. Germain, and back by the Pont Neuf.
By the time he got back to his sister’s flat he 
was able to tell himself that he took a right view 
of it all, and that he was cured.
CHAPTER IV.
It really looked as if Walter Drake was gifted 
with good sense beyond his years, and had quite 
got the better of his infatuation of the eyes for 
the mysterious and dangerous beauty. He 
never went on the balcony except during the 
hours named in M. Bertin’s advertisement, and 
on the card he had found in the adventurer’s 
envelope, as those during which the seances for 
palmistry, etc., were going on. If, when he was 
outside, he heard a noise on the other side of' 
the zinc partition, he promptly retreated in­
doors. In fact, he was a model of discretion.
Clever Miss Halliday, who made no more 
signs of knowing anything about the business 
than if there had been no such creature in the 
world as M. Bertin and his mysterious beauty, 
watched, admired, and wondered how long it 
would last.
It lasted about ten days. At the end of that 
time Walter, whom ill-starred love had rendered 
misanthropical, again gave up his place on some- 
party of pleasure to a friend of his sister’s, and, 
as before, filled up the time with a stroll on the 
boulevards. When he got back to No. 35 it was 
seven o’clock.
There was a small lift, with room for two or 
three persons, which the occupants of the house- 
worked themselves. Just as Walter entered the 
courtyard he saw through the glass door a lady 
at the door of the lift.
It was the mysterious beauty.
He hurried forward two dr three steps, his 
passion, which he had supposed dead, naming 
suddenly up within him to fierce life. Then he 
struggled with himself, and stopped. No ; if he* 
were to yield to his impulse, go forward, and
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offer to work the lift, and to stand by her side 
£or only those few moments, he knew that all 
the work of the last ten days would be undone ; 
lie would be at M. Bertin’s mercy. So by a 
great effort he turned his back upon inclination, 
and returned to the boulevards. Then he no­
ticed for the first time a fiacre which had been 
standing outside, and which was just driving off. 
No doubt it had brought the young lady back 
home.
Walter couid not get the better of the excite­
ment into which he had been thrown by that one 
glimpse of the girl’s slender figure, of the fair 
head? surmounted by a large black hat, of the 
*small, black-gloved hand on the lift-door.
After a short, sharp walk instead of the lazy 
stroll he had intended, he went back to the 
house, telling himself that he was in no mood 
lor sauntering ; he wanted a book. But down 
in the depths of his heart he knew that it was 
the neighborhood of the beautiful girl which was 
tempting him. He went up in the lift, with a 
fanciful idea in his mind that the perfume of 
her long gloves hung about it: the notion in­
toxicated him.
As he sprang out on the fourth floor a sort of 
stupefaction seized him. There, pacing the 
Sanding in front of the outer door of M. Bertin’s 
fiat, was the girl herself. She did not conde­
scend to turn her head as the lift-door slammed 
to, she did not even glance at the impetuous 
young man who was standing in the shadow a 
lew, yards from her, but continued to pace up 
and down impatiently, pulling the bell from 
time to time, but always without getting it an­
swered. Walter stood for a few moments like 
an idot, not wishing, hardly daring to come for­
ward. He saw what had happened. Nobody 
was at home ; she had no key ; she would have 
to wait for the return of somebody who had 
one.
Walter, as he looked at her with a loudly- 
beating heart, thought he had never seen any 
■creature so attractive, so alluring, so calculated, 
in every detail of her pale, plaintive beauty, of 
her simple, daintily-fresh muslin dress, to fas­
cinate a man to the point of enslavement.
It seemed to him a long time, though in fact 
it was only a few seconds, before he felt able to 
speak with a steady voice. Then he came for­
ward and met her face to face, at a distance of 
a couple of yards. He raised his hat, and, 
glancing at her door, addressed her, blushing 
furiously.
“ I am afraid, madam, that you find yourself 
locked out. May I get a get a-key, and try to 
unlock your door for you ?”
She gave him a faint smile as she shook her 
head. Evidently she did not understand the 
words, though she seemed to have some idea of 
his meaning. The smile, the modest flush 
which came into her pale face as he spoke, 
made her more charming than ever to Walter. 
Adventuress? He would have staked his life 
she was not.
He rang the bell of his sister’s flat, and asked 
the servant who opened it, a young English girl, 
io give him some keys. When he had collected 
some half-dozen, he ran out on to the landing, 
and tried them, one after the other, in M. Ber­
tin’s lock; while the young lady, as silent as 
-ever, but smiling prettily, stood watching the 
burglarious attempt.
Not a key would fit! The lady shrugged her 
pretty shoulders. Walter, for a moment, stood 
irresolute. Then, blushing more furiously than 
•ever, he intimated to her by pantomime that he 
hoped she would consent to wait in his sister’s 
fiat until the return of her friends. As soon as, 
by running backwards and forwards and making 
gestures of invitation, he had made her under­
stand, he was surprised and almost puzzled by 
the readiness with which she accepted the sug­
gestion.
But he interpreted this willingness in all sorts 
of favorable and flattering ways. She knew that 
two ladies lived there ; she was too young to be 
anything but daringly innocent and indiscreet; 
she saw that Walter was a gentleman, upon 
whose chivalry she could rely. So the infat­
uated young man told himself, as the beautiful 
girl walked like a princess through the tiny ves­
tibule, where the stained glass of the little win­
dows threw soft lights upon her white dress, 
into tho salon beyond.
He placed a chair for her, a low chair which 
Miss Halliday much affected, as it showed off a 
handsome dress to perfection. But no soft silk, 
no gorgeous brocade, ever looked so exquisite 
an Walter’s eyes as the folds of crumpled muslin 
which fell about the fair-haired girl who now oc­
cupied this seat. There was nothing fidgety or 
•confused about her; she sat back with her eyes 
full of their habitual grave sadness, and looked
at the flowers, the pictures, with bright, inter­
ested glances. Knowing it was impossible to 
entertain her by speech, Walter brought her 
photographs and books with pictures, and sat 
reverently near her, so much intoxicated by the 
vicinity that he feared she would be puzzled or 
alarmed by the sound of his rapid, excited 
breathing.
But she remained unmoved as a child. Only 
once did she utter a few words, and then they 
came so suddenly as to give her companion 
almost a shock. He was showing her a large 
photograph of a wooded hill in Surrey. She 
took it from him, nodding and smiling at the 
picture.
“P’itty, p’itty, oh, so p’itty!” she cried in a 
soft voice, with a tone of loving admiration.
The words were like a child’s. Walter, de­
lighted to find that she knew a little, if very 
little, English, burst out into questions, com­
ments. But she raised her head, loolfed at him 
almost vacantly, blushed, shook her head, and 
turned again to the photograph.
Was she—was she weak of intellect? The 
thought went like a stab through Walter’s mind, 
to be at once thrust out. There was bright in­
telligence in her every glance, besides sweet­
ness and tenderness unspeakable: all waiting 
for the happy fellow who-----
Walter rose from his chair, feeling that he was 
losing what head he had. He rang for coffee 
and fruit, and watched and waited on his guest 
with reverent devotion which seemed to touch 
her. For the seriousness of her face broke up, 
and gave place to more and more frequent 
smiles. The change made him deliriously hap­
py. She got up presently, and looked at the 
ornaments about the little salon, and signified 
with graceful gestures what she thought of them. 
She stopped before a portrait of Miss Halliday, 
evidently recognizing it, and smiled from it to 
him with a little demure suggestion that he took 
a special interest in the sitter.
Walter stamped his foot and shook his head 
emphatically.
“ No, no, no,” he said.
And the girl glanced at him askance, and per­
haps saw more meaning in his eyes than even 
in his gestures. She put down the portrait hur­
riedly, and crossed the room to the door. He 
understood, and feeling as if he was closing the 
gates of Paradise upon himself, he went humbly 
to the door and let her out.
On the landing she turned hesitatingly to­
wards him, and, with the first sign of shyness 
she had shown, gave him her hand. He dared 
not kiss it, he scarcely dared to press it; he 
only held it for two seconds in his, and let her 
withdraw it as she turned to her own door.
He waited at his own while she rang. The 
bell was answered at once this time. It was M. 
Bertin himself who opened the door. He was 
full of apparently anxious inquiries, of excuses 
for their having all been out so long; but Wal­
ter, with a tightening of the heart, caught a 
glance in his direction which flashed into his 
mind the suggestion that he had been tricked.
By the man, by the scoundrel of a man, of 
course !
As for the girl, she passed in without a word !
CHAPTER V.
When Walter returned to his sister’s salon he 
felt that the world had become transfigured. 
This room, still sanctified by the aroma of the 
girl’s presence, seemed to him so full of light 
and joy, and the majesty and mystery of gra­
cious womanhood, that merely to stand where 
she had stood, to hang over the chair in which 
she had sat, was pure and unalloyed delight. 
As for the photograph of the Surrey hills, which 
she had held in her hand, and which had drawn 
from her that strange, childish exclamation, he 
took it out of the portfolio which contained it 
among a number of others, and hid it in his 
own room. For by this time he had given him­
self up to the passion which possessed him, and 
held lawful all means of keeping imaginary com­
munion with her. She the wife of that mean­
faced quack ? No, no, not if all the priests and 
lawyers in France should swear it!
This state of exaltation, varied certainly by 
occasional qualms of doubt and common sense, 
lasted until the ladies came back. They had 
been out to dinner and to the theatre after­
wards, and when Walter met them in the salon, 
they were both very tired, and Mrs. Plunket was 
rather cross. A communication the housemaid 
had just made to her was the' text of her dis­
course to her brother when he entered. Miss 
Halliday was sitting on the chair he held sacred: 
this enraged him.
“ I really think, Walter,” began his sister,
“ that you might have more sense of what is due 
to me—tc us, than to bring unknown ladies into 
the place during our absence I”
Mrs. Plunket would not have let the incident 
reach Ernestine’s ears if she could have helped 
it; but as the maid had informed her of the visit 
in Miss Halliday’s hearing, there was nothing for 
it but to thresh the matter out, and trust that he 
would have some fair excuse to give for his extra­
ordinary conduct.
Walter was surprised to find how coolly he 
could answer her. The entrance of these ladies 
had indeed dragged him down with a rush from 
the clouds to the ordinary realities of life. He 
laughed quite easily.
“ There was only one unknown lady, and she is 
a very near neighbor,” he said. “ I don’t know 
her name, and as she is neither French nor En­
glish I couldn’t even talk to her. But finding 
her on the landing outside, where she had to 
wait until some other member of the household 
came back to let her in, I thought it the only 
right thing to do to ask her to wait in here.”
“ Oh I” said Mrs. Plunket, wishing he had not 
been so elaborate over his explanation, but fee'- 
ing that there was not much more to be said.
Miss Halliday said nothing. Walter devoutl 
hoped she would not, when alone with his sister 
volunteer any information concerning M. Ber­
lin’s establishment. But he did the lady injus­
tice.
“ Where are’you going?” asked Miss Halliday 
next day after luncheon, meeting Walter in the 
hall just as he was taking up his hat and gloves.
He had avoided any tete-a-tete with Ernestine 
that morning, having an uneasy suspicion that 
she guessed shrewdly at his state of feeling. He 
knew by this time that she could have given no 
hint concerning the occupation of the Bertin es­
tablishment to »his sister, and he therefore did 
her the small justice of being defiantly frank.
“ I’m going next door.”
They exchanged looks of vexation and warning 
on the one side, of uneasy but stubborn resolu­
tion on the other.
“ You won’t be warned ?”
“Yes, I will. But with the warning in my 
mind, I must judge for myself.”
He went out, and Ernestine shook her head.
“ He’ll not be in a state to judge of anything 
soon,” she thought to herself. “What a silly 
lad he is I”
She had a very soft place in her heart for the 
silly lad, though, and she felt distinctly sore that 
he should not be able to rise above the common 
masculine failing of preferring a pair of young 
blue eyes, belonging to a mind which was a 
blank to him, to a pair which had looked out 
long enough on the world to make the fancy 
of their owner for himself an extremely flatter­
ing one. ...
Walter, meanwhile, had rung M. Bertin’s bell, 
and been ushered in by a man in livery, who con­
ducted him into a tiny salon, furnished in the 
light, pretty French fashion, where an elderly 
Frenchwoman, who introduced herself to him as 
“Madame Bertin,”was dispensing tea, “aVan- 
glaise,” as she explained, in tiny cups +o half-a- 
dozen lady visitors.
The bright sunlight was so effectually kept out 
by dark red blinds and half-drawn curtains, that 
at first Walter’s blinded eyes could make out no 
detail of Madame Bertin’s personal appearance 
beyond the fact that she was stout. When his 
eyes got used to the dark-red light he found that 
there was nothing more salient about her. She 
was just a middle-aged Frenchwoman, a mere 
bundle of dowdy garments, with hawk-like eyes, 
and thin compressed lips.
For be it noted that a Frenchwoman worthy 
of the name is never middle-aged : she carries 
on her youth till an abnormally late period, and 
then, when she is tired of attracting admirers, 
drops suddenly into a stately and charming old 
age.
After a very few minutes, during which the 
ladies chatted of palmistry and second-sight 
with the conviction of profound believers, a por­
tiere at the end of the room was drawn aside, 
and the man-servant, reappearing, announced 
that Mademoiselle Zaida was at liberty to re­
ceive more guests. <
Like a flock of elderly and portly doves the 
ladies rose and passed behind the portiere, Walter 
discreetly following them.
The room into which he now passed was longer 
than the first, and the daylight was altogether 
excluded. It was so crowded with little spindle- 
legged gilt chairs and sofas that there was no 
room left for any other furniture than long mir­
rors reaching to the floor and little quaint cabi­
nets in the corners. Just inside, and in view, as 
Walter noted, of Madame Bertin’s sharp eyes, 
the man-servant stood, holding a salver con­
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taining a goodly number of gold pieces and two 
or three English bank notes conspicuously dis­
played. On this salver the visitors dropped 
their offerings ; and Walter, glancing back as he 
reluctantly parted with a sovereign, saw that 
Madame Bertin had risen from her chair, and, 
eyeglass in hand, was jotting down on a pocket- 
tablet what he doubted not were the financial re­
sults of this collection.
When all had passed into the room, the por­
tiere was drawn again, and the man-servant re­
tired. The ladies fluttered do.wn on to chairs, 
or stood amiably arranging the order of prece­
dence. Quite half the number were evidently 
acquaintances, and belonged to the class of the 
rich bourgeoisie, the women of which thankfully 
tush into the silly underhand dissipations of 
fortune-telling and spirit-rapping to escape from 
the monotony of their idle lives.
After a few moments, the light, tinkling sound 
Of a mandoline was heard in an adjoining room, 
knd almost at the same time the folding-doors 
tvhich shut in an alcove at the end of the apart­
ment were opened, and M. Bertin came out, 
throwing them wide open as he did so.
Excited and indignant and passionately moved 
as he was, at the sight of the girl he loved, whom 
this action suddenly revealed, Walter could not 
but be struck by the theatrical effectiveness of 
her environment.
The alcove was hung with crimson plush, and 
a church-lamp, hanging by chains from the ceil­
ing, showed a soft light over her fair head. She 
was standing by a small table with a handsome­
ly embroidered cover, white, grave, listless, with 
her eyes fixed on the open page of a book which 
she reluctantly closed as the alcove doors were 
thrown open. She wore a long plain white silk 
gown with loose undersleeves, and over it a mag­
nificent over-dress of brocade of a large and 
striking pattern, the long hanging sleeves of 
which nearly touched the ground. The picture 
she made, with her pale face and fair hair, was 
most striking. But to see her in these theatri­
cal surroundings, instead of disillusionizing Wal­
ter, filled him with a passionate desire to carry 
her away from them into a purer atmosphere, a 
more dignified life.
The palmistry seance had begun. Taking in 
hers the hand of the lady who first came forward, 
the girl examined the lines with painstaking, 
business-like minuteness, and made notes of her 
observations, as she went on, with a pencil and 
slate which lay on the table beside her. All 
without a word. This perpetual silence of her3 
struck Walter as the most effective part of the 
entire proceedings : it was sphinx-like, piquant, 
original. Her notes were copied carefully on a 
sheet of paper by M. Bertin, as fast as she wrote 
them down. This paper was then folded, sealed 
bv him with much ceremony, and handed to the 
Visitor, who withdrew, passing by a side-door 
into the vestibule, where the man-servant was 
waiting to open the outer door.
Walter awaited his turn, keeping in the back­
ground as much as he could. From time to time 
the tinkle of the outer bell announced a fresh ar­
rival, and presently another batch of visitors 
came from behind the portiere. There were two 
men among the new-comers, a fact which filled 
Walter with a frenzy of jealousy. And then, 
noticing that the mandoline only tinkled between 
the entrance of a batch of visitors and the ar­
rival of a new-comer in the tea-room, Walter had 
the audacity, seizing a moment when M. Ber- 
tin’s sharp eyes were busy over his notes, to 
peep behind the portiere. There he saw that it 
was the portly Madame Bertin, whose unflag­
ging industry he could not but admire, who 
filled her idle moments, when she was left alone, 
by a business-like twanging on the romantic in­
strument, which she thrust under the table 
when the outer bell announced a fresh arrival.
The idea of this plump, prosaic lady filling the 
silence with the playing oi boleros roused in Wal­
ter an almost uncontrollable impulse to burst 
out laughing; but at that moment M. Bertin, 
whose sharp eyes had long ago singled him out, 
signalled to him to come forward. As he walked 
up the room, feeling suddenly as bashful as a 
schoolboy, and filled with the foolish notion that 
all these people must see that he adored the 
girl, her blue-gray eyes met his for the first 
time.
The change which came suddenly into her 
face electrified Walter. She was no longer list­
less, she was no longer sad. He walked on to­
wards her mechanically, not knowing what he 
did. For the glow on the girl’s face, the bright­
ness of her eyes, a tender yearning in her ex­
pression which seemed to him to reach to his 
heart and twine tendrils about it, all brought him 
a message as unexpected as it was intoxicating. 
She loved him; or if not, she was ready to do so.
He suddenly found himself wondering wheth­
er he was walking straight, or whether he was 
giving outward signs, which all might read, of 
the delicious madness in his veins. As a matter 
of fact his movements had become heavy, slow, 
leaden—a sort of paralysis seemed to deaden his 
limbs. He reached the table. After a moment’s 
hesitation—a moment during which he felt that 
he could scarcely bear the touch of her hand 
without crying aloud—he felt the grasp of her 
white fingers, and a shiver ran through him.
M. Bertin was observing him; he could not 
help that. If he had had to be shot the next 
minute for this one minute’s joy the fact would 
not have troubled him then. The girl held his 
hand, bent over it, following the lines of his 
palm with a slim, pink-nailed finger. Her light 
hair almost touched his face. He could hear her 
quick breathing. When, still holding his hand, 
she took up her pencil and scribbled on the 
slate, she gave him a glance which thrilled him 
with longing to seize her head in his arms and 
hold it against his breast. A shade passed over 
her face once, and it was with a sigh that she 
noted down something which her flimsy mock- 
science told her. Then she drew herself up, and 
let his hand fall, with one plaintive look straight 
into his eyes.
Walter scarcely knew how he got away. All 
that he remembered was that Bertin followed 
him to the door, and showered upon him polite 
invitations to drop in, any evening he pleased, 
to play cards with him.
“But I warn you,” continued the quack, with 
a smile and a shrug, “not to play with me un­
less you are a first-rate player, or unless you 
can afford to lose. For I may'say, without 
boasting, that I am quite de premiere force.”
So Walter found when, on the evening of the 
following day, having resisted the temptation of 
going the very same evening, he again visited 
the Bertins’ flat.
The aspect of the room where the palmistry- 
seance had been held was now entirely changed. 
By the closing of the alcove, the removal of 
some of the chairs, the introduction of two or 
three little tables and a sofa, it was a habitable, 
even homelike, little apartment. La belle Zaida 
looked to Walter’s eyes lovelier than ever in a 
dress of ivory-tinted, transparent white stuff. 
She was bending over an embroidery frame, 
from which, during the whole of the evening, 
she scarcely looked up. Madame Bertin, ridicu­
lous in a cap of state, stitched away at some 
fancy-work near her, looking, Walter was very 
glad to think, a very dragon of vigilance.
Not once during the evening did the girl break 
the silence, which added so greatly to the mys­
terious fascination she exercised. There was 
no “palmistry ” in the evening, Walter was glad 
to see. The visitors were all men with the ex­
ception of a couple of ladies of the homely type 
of Madame Bertin herself, who left their shawls 
and overshoes in the vestibule, nodded famili­
arly to La belle Zaida, and spent the evening in 
low-voiced chat with their hostess. The gen­
tlemen played cards with M. Bertin and each 
other. Everything was supremely decorous, 
and might have seemed even a trifle dull to 
Walter but for the presence of the girl he loved.
But the mystery of her nationality increased. 
Two of the men present were expert linguists, 
and between them they tried her in a dozen lan­
guages without success. The appearance of ut­
ter vacancy with which she shook her head and 
answered “No, no,” in English seemed to Wal­
ter to preclude the possibility that she did un­
derstand. He himself tried her in English and 
in French, without result. Yet when either of 
the Bertins spoke to her, ho in English or she 
in French, she answered with a nod or a smile 
of apprehension. Madame Bertin’s explanation 
of this to an inquirer was received with scepti­
cal smiles.
“She is a creature of heavenly gifts,” replied 
Madame ; “ she can only hold communion with 
the souls in sympathy with her.”
The soul, if he had one, of that wretched 
quack in sympathy with that girl’s! The sug­
gestion, ridiculous as it seemed to him, enraged 
Walter, who spent an uneasy evening, at one 
moment supremely happy when the girl’s glance 
rested upon him, at another supremely miser­
able when she looked at one any else.
So the evening wore on. WThen were these enor­
mities of M. Bertin’s, this cheating at cards, this 
borrowing of money, to be committed? Walter 
was impatient to have the man’s character reveal­
ed as that of a scoundrel, in order that he might 
at once address himself to the task of freeing 
the girl from a position which he felt sure was 
that of dupe. But M. Bertin refused to allow 
play for any but small stakes, saying that his 
superior skill gave him too great an advantage.
Walter saw, and it maddened him to see, that 
for most of the guests, as for himself, the pres­
ence of La belle Zaida was the attraction. He* 
could have gnashed his teeth to find that when, 
he left, one young Frenchman, whose admira­
tion for the girl was evident, stayed behind.
One grain of comfort he had, though evert 
that he was not to be permitted to keep. On 
bidding La belle Zaida good-bye, he felt that 
her soft white fingers trembled a moment un­
der the pressure of his ; and he saw, or thought 
he saw, in the modest glance of her eyes a look, 
of kindess, which set Ins whole heart aglow.
When he let himself with his latch-key into 
his sister’s flat he came face to face with Mis© 
Halliday, and his face clouded guiltily.
“Amy has gone to bed,” she said, “and ha© 
left me to give you some supper.”
She led the way to the saUe-a-manger, and he> 
followed her just to say he wanted nothing to 
eat.
“Now, listen,” she said, decisively, holding 
up her finger in kindly warning. “ I know yon. 
are in love, in spite of all my wholesome ad­
monitions. Now don’t you think, before you let 
your appetite fall off on account of any woman, 
you should at least be sure that she has a little» 
feeling for you in return ? She has other ad­
mirers, I take it for granted.”
“Yes,” admitted Walter, with a groan.
“ Have you had any distinguishing mark oF 
her favor ?”
“ I may say ‘ Yes,’ ” he said, reluctantly, after 
a pause.
“ She pressed your hand in bidding you good­
night, perhaps, and you gave a look-----”
Walter grew crimson, and turned angrily to 
leave the room. Miss Halliday, in quite a hum­
ble voice, spoke again:
“Forgive me for my idle suggestions,” she 
began. “You know—
He interrupted her impatiently.
“And what other way has a young girl of 
showing a liking, a preference, except by looks 
and pressure of the hand ?’'
“No other. But are you sure that you only, 
of all the men there, got that look, that hand 
pressure ?”
Walter could have killed her. With a few~ 
words of thanks, which were almost insulting in 
their coldness, he wished her good-night and 
went to his room.
But- the bitter sting of the suggestion re­
mained.
Was he the dupe, after all ?
CHAPTER VI.
Walter scarcely slept that night. His head 
was as much on fire as his heart. At one mo­
ment he was full of wild schemes for carrying, 
the girl off, marrying her at the British Embas­
sy, and braving all the possible results of suck 
a remarkably indiscreet proceeding; the next, 
doubts as to her' good faith arose up in such, 
numbers that they overpowered all the passion­
ate appeals of his love. What could it be but. 
the most transparent charlatanism, this sphinx- 
like silence, this pretense that she could under­
stand no one but the Bertins? Although she 
made them no answer with her lips, it was plain 
that she understood what they said, whether 
they spoke in French or in English. Again, 
she had uttered a few words in a sort of child’s 
broken English, when she was alone with him 
in his sister’s salon. If be could see her alone 
again, he wondered whether he could get her to 
speak to him, or whether the influence over her 
of these people was too strong.
One resolution Walter made in the silence of' 
the night. He would be present at no more 
seances, no more receptions in the adjoining 
flat. He could submit to be the dupe of La 
belle Zaida, but not ofher most unprepossessing, 
guardian.
So the next day passed—and the next, and the 
next—and Walter did not catch a glimpse of his 
divinity. But he met M. Bertin on the stairs, 
and replied to that gentleman’s pressing ex­
postulations and invitations by assurances that 
he was very much obliged, and that he would 
not forget him.
In the meantime Walter continued to hear La 
belle Zaida’s steps on the adjoining balcony 
during her free hours, but though burning with 
impatience to look upon her face again, he was 
mindful of the watchful Miss Halliday, and re­
frained. On the fourth day of this abstention, 
however, he got desperate ; and finding himself 
in a box at the Francaise with his sister and Er­
nestine, surrounded by a bevy of young men, 
all eager to take his place beside the rich 
American lady, he slipped away and drove back 
home.
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It waa a quarter to nine o’clock. The detest­
able evemng receptions, when M. Bertin’s 
friends trooped in, on pretense of playing cards, 
4o gaze at the beautiful Zaida, began at nine. 
'Walter felt that he would be only just in time to 
saee her on the balcony for a moment.
Would he be in time, though ? As his fiacre 
■drew up before No. 35 a carriage, drawn by an 
exceedingly handsome pair of chestnut horses, 
stopped at the same door. Walter knew those 
horses; they were the talk of Paris just now. 
They belonged to a rich Peruvian who had come 
ever for the Exhibition, and who was making a 
sensation by vulgar and ostentatious extrava­
gance. Walter glanced at him as he got out of 
his carriage. The Peruvian was a little old- 
young man, with a dark shriveled skin, thick 
lips and small black eyes, and moved slowly, as 
if the infirmities of age had come upon him be­
fore their time.
Walter got into the lift and quickly reached 
his floor, with a flush on his face at the unpleas­
ant thought that the repulsive-looking creature 
he had just seen might be on his way to M. 
Bertin’s flat. He dashed into his sister’s salon, 
and thence out on to the balcony. A sudden 
tremor seized him here, for he heard by the soft 
rustle of a woman’s dress that La belle Zaida 
was close by. After a moment’s hesitation he 
stepped up on one of the two big boxes on the 
balcony, in each of which a myrtle tree grew, 
and looked over the zinc partition.
The girl—for it was she whom he had heard— 
started, and a bright red flush came into her 
face as she looked up at him. At the same mo­
ment she impulsively held out her hand.
“No trickery there, no acting I” thought Wal­
ter, triumphantly, as, unable to restrain him­
self in his surprise and exultation, he held her 
hand pressed against his lips, while his passion­
ate eyes rested, in a devouring ecstasy, on her 
face.
The girl trembled, tried at first to withdraw 
her hand, and then, with an irresistible expres­
sion, half shy pleading to be set free, half a 
most maidenly submission, she stood still, and 
let him whisper incoherent words of love. But 
-only for a few moments. Suddenly she started, 
and looked behind her, at the same moment 
withdrawing her hand from Walter’s. Then, 
turning quickly to the young man, she signed to 
him to go away, putting her finger silently on 
her lips in token of caution. Walter had heard 
nothing, and he marvelled at the acuteness of 
the girl’s hearing, when he saw that M. Bertin 
had stepped out on to the balcony.
“ Come, come,’1 the latter said sharply to the 
girl, in the same arrogant tone that Walter had 
heard him use to her before.
The young Englishman’s blood boiled. If he 
had been in love before, without encourage­
ment, what was he now that she had listened to 
him, let him press her fingers against his lips, 
heard him whisper that ne loved herl The 
word doubt no longer existed for him. His 
thoughts flew onward along the path of events 
which he had marked out—his proposal of mar­
riage to her; her acceptance, according most 
graciously and sweetly the privileges love could 
claim; his formal interview with the Bertins, 
her ostensible guardians; and, lastly, the crown­
ing of his hopes in marriage. And then there 
burst in upon these intoxicating dreams certain 
hard unpleasant realities, whereof the first and 
the chief was the supposed visit of the rich 
Peruvian. He could not bear the thought of 
the girl he loved being exposed to the gaze, if 
not to the attentions, of such a notorious liber­
tine as Don Muniz.
At last his passionate jealously gos the better 
cf his distaste to seeing her in thf company of 
Bertin’s acquaintances, and he went again to 
the adjacent flat. It was as he had feared: the 
Peruvian was there, and was evidently capti­
vated by Zaida’s strange, pale beauty. M. Ber­
tin, too, who played ecarte firs7 with one guest 
and then with another, and who found a diffi­
culty in restraining the Peruvian’s impatience 
at the smallness of the stakes he allowed, was 
less cordial to Walter himself, and did not re­
peat his invitation to “drop in whenever he 
pleased.” It was evident that his bright black 
eyes, which shone to-night with a more eager 
brilliancy than usual, noted every glance which 
Ton Muniz cast at Zaida, and noted also the 
irritation of tho young Englishman.
When the rest of the guests left, according to 
■custom, at eleven o’clock, Don Muniz stayed on. 
And it was not until half an hour later that Wal­
ter, smoking cigar after cigar impatiently in the 
courtyard below, saw the little miserable carica­
ture of a man, with his halting gait and small 
shrunken face, come out of the house and get 
-up into his carriage.
Mrs. Plunket and Miss Halliday had returned 
a few minutes before. With his heart beating 
very fast, Walter returned, to- his sister’s flat, 
where he did his best to entertain the ladies un­
til they retired for the night.
All the time, however, he was laughing and 
talking with them, he had an uneasy sense that 
Miss Halliday saw through his assumed gaiety 
to the disquieting emotions underneath.
When the ladies were in their own rooms, he 
went to the open window of his, and listened 
eagerly for some sound on the adjoining bal­
cony. It was nearly always Zaida’s custom on 
fine nights to stand for a few moments drinking 
in the iresh air, after her escape from the heat­
ed salon. He had not to wait long. His heart 
beat furiously as he heard the soft sigh which 
told him she was near. What should he do ? 
He was burning to speak to her, to burst out in 
denunciation of Don Muniz ; to ask her when he 
could see her again, to tell her that he had lived 
through days of miserable suspense and long­
ing in the hours which had passed since he had 
left M. Bertin’s. But he dared not address her 
at this time of night, even if, to do so, he had 
not had to pass before Miss Halliday’s window.
One thing he might venture to do, he desper­
ately thought. Seizing a sheet of paper and a 
pencil, he wrote a few ardent words, telling her, 
with a marked lack of literary style and finish, 
that he loved her, he adored her, and imploring 
her to try to love him in return. Then he stepped 
out very softly, and, reaching the partition al­
most without making a sound, he put the roll of 
paper through the hole he had made in the 
sheet of zinc.
To his rapturous delight the note was seized, 
snatched at once, and in a moment the girl was 
gone.
He heard the soft flutter of her dress, the 
light footfall, the closing of her window. He 
went back to his own room in a sort of deli­
rium. It did indeed cross his mind that she 
might not understand his note, for even her 
nationality was still a mystery to him, the only 
words he had ever heard her utter having been 
spoken in the broken English of a foreigner or 
of a child. But even this consideration did not 
avail seriously to affect his joy, his triumph. She 
had taken the note eagerly, she had held it in 
her hands, perhaps to her lips. Walter Drake 
had never been much in love before, and his 
new passion partook of the enthusiasm of the 
lad as well as of the tenacity of the mature man.
On the following morning Walter went early 
on the balcony, in the hope of some sign from 
Zaida. He had another note ready, and he had 
waited very few moments when he heard her on 
the other side of the partition. Again he folded 
his love-missive and passed it through the hole 
in the zinc; again it was seized and carried off, 
and Zaida disappeared without having ex­
changed a word or a look with him. For three 
or four days he had to be content to vent his 
feelings in this one-sided correspondence. Zai­
da never waited for a look or a word, but always 
came out, at the hour appointed in his last 
note, to receive the next one. This looked as if 
she understood them, therefore Walter soon be­
came impatient for some more direct sort of an­
swer, and in one of his letters he told her so. If 
the declaration of his love did not offend her, 
would she not let him have one word to tell him 
so ; he should be on the balcony the next morn­
ing at eleven, but he would not venture to give 
her another note unless she herself would write 
a few words to him back.
“ I love you,” his letter went on, “ too passion­
ately to be content any longer with your silent 
acceptance of my letters. Let me have half a 
dozen words only to say that I may hope to win 
you for my wife. I can scarcely endure this sus­
pense. At one moment the thought that you are 
so near me, and that your fingers seem to touch 
my letters eagerly, sets me on fire. The next 
the idea that you are perhaps only playing with 
me after all makes me miserable. But this can­
not be true. I have heard of love without trust, 
but I cannot imagine it. I trust you, Zaida, I do 
trust you, oh, my darling, and by that trust I be­
seech you to let me have one word of answer. 
Only tell me the thought of my love is not dis­
tasteful to you, and I will at once go to the Ber­
tins and tell them I want to make you my wife.— 
Yours eternally,
“ Walter Drake.”
It was late at night; the ladies of the household 
had retired to their rooms and M. Bertin’s “re­
ception ” next door was over. Walter stole out 
on to the balcony; heard by the soft rustle of a 
silk frock that Zaida was there, and passed his 
letter through to her in the usual manner. He 
never dared venture upon more than a whisper
as he did so, for fear of the ears on each side of 
them ; and even that whisper got no audible re­
sponse. That mysterious silence of hers, which 
had at first made her so interesting, wTas get­
ting weird, uncanny : Walter would have given 
the world to have broken it.
He stayed outside for a little while, smoking. 
He wondered whether, on the following morn­
ing, he should get any answer to his letter. If 
not, he told himself that he would go straight 
away, either on to Italy or back to England. 
Zaida certainly knew enough English to under­
stand what he had written, and she could de­
cide between now and next morning whether she 
cared to have him or not.
To his astonishment he had not been ten min­
utes out there, debating thus with himself, when 
a little mouse-like scratching noise made him 
look round, and he saw protruding through the 
hole he had made in the partition a couple of 
tightly-rolled sheets of' note-paper.
He, in his turn, seized them eagerly. But be­
fore he could do more than whisper incoherent 
thanks and blessings, the figure on the other 
side slid away, and he was alone with nis treas­
ure. He rushed into his room with it. The 
note was in pencil, written in a dainty lady’s 
hand, but hurriedly. Walter’s eyes seemed to 
burn into Iii^head as he read. The letter had 
no heading.
“ I don’t know how to write,” it began, “ I am 
too wicked, too much ashamed of myself. I 
ought never to have received your letters, but 
I was unhappy, and you were kind, and your 
words comforted me. I said to myself: ‘ His 
face is good. I do no harm, surely, in reading 
what he writes. If amuses him to write, and he 
thinks I don’t understand. In a few days he will 
go away, and forget the strange foreign girl, and 
will never know that she is as English as him­
self.’ But you stayed, and stayed, and your let­
ters grew more passionate and you talked of 
making me your wife. I cried when I read that. 
I should have liked to be your wife, oh, I may 
tell you that. You say you trust me, but you 
cannot trust me more than I could have trusted 
you. When I sat in your salon with you that 
day, you thought I occupied myself with nothing 
but the coffee and the fruit and the pictures. 
But you were wrong. I studied you. I found 
out so much about you, all in a woman’s way, by 
little things and by guessing, and I said to my­
self : ‘ This man makes me proud that I am Eng­
lish too.’ But you did not know. Oh, no, I 
took care of that. I was so quiet, you could see 
nothing. But you loved me all the same. Even 
now, when I must tell you to go away and never 
to think of me any more, I am proud and happy 
because you have loved me. Good-bye, good­
bye, good-bye! Do not try to see me again. If 
I see you, I must tell you of the barrier between 
us, of that which has made me swear to myself 
never to become any man’s wife. You must not 
speak to the Bertins: they would simply take 
me away, and I should go with them willingly, 
for I should know that they were right.
“ Do not think, as I see by your letter you do, 
that I am ill-treated. I am not. I am an or­
phan, and my uncle, who brought me up, is 
dead. My aunt has been left almost entirely 
without money, and she it was who arranged 
with these people to take me with them, so that 
I could earn some money with the little accom­
plishments she taught me. It is my comfort 
and joy to send her what I earn every week, and 
to know that I am repaying a little of the ten­
derness she has always shown me.
“ I implore you to write me no more notes ; I 
ought never to have received one. If you do 
love me, forgive me, and respect my wish, my 
prayer.—Yours most gratefully,
“Mary Oakley.”
CHAPTER VII.
Walter Drake looked up from the letter like 
a man awakening from a horrible dream. It 
read from end to end like a madening enigma, 
of which the only portion clear to read was the 
sadness underlying every sentence. What could 
the barrier be of which she spoke ? That it was 
some trifle, such as lowliness of birth or want of 
fortune, he firmly believed, and her sensitive­
ness in the matter was only another most allur­
ing charm. But even blinded as he was by his 
passion, he could not help seeing that her story 
was a strangely improbable one. How could a 
loving relative and guardian, such as the girl 
described her aunt to be, allow her to wander 
about the world with such questionable protec­
tors as the Bertins, earning money to support 
her by practices of such dubious morality as for­
tune-telling, palmistry, and the like, for the 
exercise of which miserable old women were
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hauled from time to time before the London 
magistrates ?
He did not mean to give her up ; that was cer­
tain. But, in the meantime, it was difficult to 
decide what was the next step to take. It was 
only too probable that the Bertins would object 
to his carrying off the chief attraction of their 
miserable seances and receptions. Therefore, 
mindful of her warning, he did not yet dare ad­
dress himself to them. So he wrote a letter, 
imploring her to dismiss from her mind the no­
tion that any obstacle could exist for long be­
tween him and her, if only she were willing to 
accept his devotion ; and he begged her, at the 
same time, to give him the address of her aunt, 
in order that he might write to her on the sub­
ject nearest to his heart.
But this letter was never delivered. Mary, as 
he now loved to call her to himself, no longer 
appeared on the balcony. Worse than this, day 
after day and evening after evening Walter saw 
the Peruvian’s carriage waiting before the 
house. The young fellow grew daily more rest­
less—more irritable, so that at last his sister 
perceived that something was wrong with him ; 
and, suspecting some love affair, though with­
out guessing its object, she proposed that they 
should push on to Switzerland.
“We can come back here when this frightful 
heat is over,” she added.
Miss Halliday agreed cordially with the plan, 
but Walter was reticent as to his views. The 
ladies, however, proceeded from suggestion to 
arrangement, without a doubt but that he would 
end by falling in with their wishes ; so that, be­
fore they had left the luncheon table, it was al­
ready decided that they should leave two ser­
vants in charge of the flat, and start for 
Switzerland in two days’ time.
Walter remained in the dining room for the 
enjoyment of a cigar, while the ladies, still chat­
tering about their plans, went into the salon.
Should he go with them, and try to cure him­
self by absence of the passion which was gnaw­
ing at his heart ? Or should he decide to stay 
behind, in obedience to an imaginary call on 
him to be ready to protect, if necessary, the 
girl he loved? He called himself a fanciful fool 
for this last question, which yet remained in his 
mind. He had almost decided to stay, when the 
door opened, and Miss Halliday came in. She 
had grown graver these last lew days, Walter 
thought—had been less ready with her bright- 
witted remarks upon men and things. He 
started up and threw the end of his cigar away.
“ No ; sit down again,” she said, imperiously, 
a slight shade of annoyance crossing her face.
“ You know very well that I don’t mind smoke ; 
and it is unsociability, not chivalry, which shuts 
you up here to have your cigar by yourself.”
He sat down, snubbed, and took out another 
cigar from his case without a word, but he did 
not light it. This woman had something dis­
agreeable to say—it was something about Mary 
Oakley.
“Are you going away with us ?” she asked.
The question was a simple one enough, and it 
was put very quietly. But if a bomb had been 
thrown into the flat from the opera house op­
posite, it would not have disconcerted Walter 
more. He was unpleasantly conscious that his 
confusion was manifest to the too shrewd lady, 
although he managed to put a return question 
without stammering.
“What can have made you think that I was 
not ?”
“Perhaps,” rejoined Ernestine, with a little 
-dry, shy laugh, “the knowledge of what I 
should do myself, were I a man, in the same 
circumstances.”
Walter reddened, and his eyes met hers. 
There was such an attractive expression of hon­
est, daring sympathy in those of the woman 
that he came nearer to her, acting upon an in­
stinct which encouraged her to go on.
“I like a man who doesn’t do things by 
halves,” she said, “ even if it results in his not 
making a fool of himself by halves.”
For a moment Walter was disconcerted again 
by this frankness. The next instant he threw 
back his head and burst out laughing.
“ Go on,” said he, “ go on. I don’t say that I 
plead guilty yet, but go on.”
“Having fallen in love with a woman whom 
the most elementary rules of common sense 
must tell you to mistrust, you proceed to resolve 
to marry her.”
Walter looked up, reddening more deeply.
“ What put that into your head?”
“Never ask by what process a truth comes 
into a woman’s head. And I’m not blaming 
you. Since a man can only have one wife, 
surely he may please himself over the choice of 
that one.”
They both laughed, and Walter drew nearer 
to her. Nothing in the world could have made 
him in love with Miss Halliday, but he was be­
ginning to think that, short of that supreme 
mark of appreciation, there was no sign of his 
favor which he would not be willing to bestow 
upon her.
“At the same time,” she went on, holding up 
a warning finger, “ it really does seem that you 
have gone out of vour way to find about the un- 
likeliest girl possible for a sober Englishman’s 
wife. You have heard of Don Muniz, whose ex­
travagances are the talk of Paris ?”
Walter started, assenting with an uneasy 
movement of the head.
“ Do you know that his carriage is always be­
fore this door, and that he is spoken of as hav­
ing become enslaved by some pretty woman ?”
“You are too hard. How can you be sure 
that it is her fault ?”
“I am not!” cried Ernestine, with sudden 
energy. “I have seen this girl. The people 
she is with take her out now and then, most 
carefully escorted; and it is impossible not to 
notice her, for her strange beauty makes such a 
sensation.”
“ She is beautiful, is she not?'’ struck in wal- 
ter, in a low voice.
“ Very beautiful. But-----”
“ But what—what ?”
“ You will be angry with me. Remember, you 
have asked to know what I think.”
“Well?”
“I thought her face looked as if there were 
some faculty of the mind wanting.”
“ Do you mean—do you mean—you thought 
her-----”
He stopped, his voice trembling.
“ Mentally deficient or weak. Well, yes. In­
deed, how otherwise can you account for her 
position with these people ?”
Walter walked up and down in a miserable 
agony of doubt raised by the suggestion. He 
remembered in the girl certain things which 
seemed to support the terrible notion—a strange 
vacancy of expression in particular. He turned 
on Ernestine with passion.
“ No, no I” he cried; “ it is not so. I have a 
letter from her.” He stopped, blushing. But 
as Miss Halliday merely nodded, as if the fact 
was a matter of course, he soon continued:
“ She writes as sensibly as you or I.”
“Does she say—forgive the question—noth­
ing which could tally with my unhappy sugges­
tion ?”
“ She says,” admitted Walter, after a pause, 
“that she has a secret, and that I am not to 
think of her.”
Miss Halliday got up restlessly, and began to 
pick out such of the flowers in the bouquet on 
the table as seemed to want replacing by 
fresher ones.
“ And you don’t mean to mind?”
“ Of course not.”
“ Very well, then. I shan’t let Amy go 
away.”
“ Why not? Can’t you trust to iny discretion i 
if I am left here by myself ?”
“ Most assuredly not.” :
“ Thank you.”
But Walter was not angry. He could not be, i 
for she was as sympathetic, as much interested, 
as if the love affair had been her own. He gave 
her a look, half of gratitude, half of impatience, : 
as she ran laughing out of the room.
That evening he went again to the Bertin re­
ception, and finding the Peruvian not only in : 
attendance, but lavish in his attentions to the : 
statuesque, silent beauty, Walter showed his ir- i 
ritation a little too plainly ; and he was informed 
by his no longer courteous host that this was i 
the last of the evenings on which he could re- i 
ceive guests, as the contract of marriage of his < 
adopted daughter was about to be signed.
“Marriage!” echoed Walter, in a loud voice.
He was standing with M, Bertin by the card 
table, from which they had both risen. His an­
gry, excited tone made Madame Bertin start; 1 
and Don Muniz, who was sitting between the ’ 
elderly lady and the young one, with his narrow 
black eyes fixed upon the latter, looked up with 
a frown. Only the girl herself remained un- < 
moved. She was taking no notice of the Peru- j 
vian, but sat with her head bent, listlessly strok- 1 
ing a little- Persian kitten she held in her lap. 1
Walter’s breath came fast as he noticed the ’ 
girl’s immovability with a sudden spasm of : 
dread.
“I did not know—I had not heard that the : 
young lady was going to be married,” he said, : 
in a lower tone, with his eyes fixed on the girl’s 
fair head. “ And the fortunate husband is---- ” '
“ Senor Muniz.”
And M. Bertin, without glancing at Walter,
- bowed his head in the direction of the ill-looking 
! Peruvian.
There was nothing to be got by further ques­
tioning, and Walter said no more to the quack, 
who plainly showed his anxiety to be rid of 
him. The young Englishman, left to himself 
while M. Bertin addressed some obsequious 
. phrases to Don Muniz, conceived a little plan,
| which he instantly set about executing. Re­
treating to a small table, where he was shielded 
from the view of the group round Zaida by a 
couple of young Frenchmen who were playing 
cards, he took a letter from his pocket, tore off 
an unused half sheet, and scribbled on it in 
pencil these words :
“Do not trust this Muniz. They say he is 
•goiqg to marry you. Do not believe it, and do 
not m any way put yourself in his power.
“ Walter.”
The scrap of paper containing these words 
he folded very small, and then advanced to the 
ladies to bid them good-night. Mary Oakley 
looked into his face with a timid, pleading, sad 
look, which almost destroyed his self-posses- 
sien. He managed to pass the note unseen 
into her hand, and then he turned again to 
Madame Bertin with some remarks which he 
had carefully prepared. He wanted to give 
Mary time to read his warning before he left, in 
order to see how she would take it. As he had 
expected, she was woman enough to find a way 
to read it unsuspected under everybody’s nose. 
Holding her feather fan before her, she un­
folded the paper and deciphered the hasty 
scrawl.
Walter heard a deep-drawn breath. He looked 
round at her. She had sprung up from her 
seat, and was staring before her at the floor, as 
if a chasm had opened suddenly at her feet. 
Then she looked up, looked around, and tot­
tered as she tried to regain her chair. The 
Peruvian, who had never taken for more than a 
few moments his evil, covetous eyes from her 
beautiful face, hurried forward and would have 
supported her in his arms. But the girl looked „ 
down at him in horror.
“ No, no!” she said, as if with an effort, like a 
child or a foreigner, trying to speak clearly and 
carefully.
Don Muniz still pressed his assistance upon 
her, not caring, so it seemed to Walter’s fiercely 
jealous eyes, whether it was unwelcome or not. 
The girl shivered as his ugly, brown, claw-like 
hands touched her bare arms. Then, with a 
low, hoarse cry of loathing, she turned upon 
him with such well-judged fierceness and sud­
denness, that the Peruvian, all unprepared, 
stumbled over the fringe of the hearth-rug and 
fell to the ground.
Madame Bertin bleated out apologies, re­
monstrances, looking from one figure to the 
other of the group, horribly frightened. Es­
pecially she looked at her husband, and with 
such intensity of unspeakable despair that 
Walter’s glance followed hers to the man’s face.
It was livid, cruel—the lips drawn back from 
the long, gleaming teeth—the face of a wild 
animal when the prey he is hungering for seems 
to be escaping him. The look of the Peruvian 
himself was mild compared to Bertin’s.
The girl stood staring at Walter, crumpling 
up something tightly in her hand. Bertin, edg­
ing his way unobtrusively, step by step, toward 
her, pounced upon her hand and tried to force 
the fingers open. He guessed that there was a 
note under the clenched fingers. But she would 
not give it up. She struggled, and he had for 
shame’s sake to desist, seeing that she would 
not submit at once, as he had expected. As 
soon as he- let her go she darted to the lamp and 
held the scrap of paper over the glass until it 
curled and scorched, and at last it burst into 
flame.
There was a new, passionate determination in 
the girl’s face. Both Bertin and his wife 
watched her with something like fear, and 
through it all she had only uttered those two 
words:
“No, no!”
Then they all tried to recover their ordinary 
demeanor—all, that is to say, but the young 
girl, who still stood by the lamp looking fur­
tively at the figures around her, almost as if 
they were eluding her sight, like the hideous, 
half-seen visions of a nightmare. Walter dared 
not shake hands with her again. He dreaded 
rousing any further suspicion on the part of the 
man Bertin. Before he had quite recovered 
himself he found his plump hostess in a state 
of great distress, half leading, half pushing 
him out of the room, with a running comment 
of the most uncomplimentary kind.
He scarcely saw ner: his eyes were full of
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Mary Oakley’s face as she gave him a last look : 
a look of painful sadness and entreaty which set 
his heart throbbing and his pulses beating rapid­
ly. “ Save me ! save me !” So it seemed to him 
the look said.
CHAPTER VIII.
Waltek felt, as he made his way back to his 
Bister’s flat, that he must take some step to save 
the girl he loved, even if his interference should 
bring him within the grasp of the strict French 
law. He feared the sensual Peruvian, and the 
enormous powers his money gave him; but 
more, much more, he dreaded the crafty, thin­
lipped Bertin, needy and greedy as he knew him 
to be.
Mrs. Plunket and Miss Halliday were enter­
taining some friends in the little salon, so Wal­
ter slipped quietly into the dining-room, drew 
a chair up to the table, and laid his head on his 
hands. He felt miserable and helpless. Mary’s 
cry rang in his ears. Yet what could he do to 
help her ? He started up and going to the outer 
door of the flat, put it ajar, and watched. In 
about ten minutes’ time Bertin and Don Muniz 
came out together. Walter heard the former as­
sure the Peruvian, as he proceeded to accom­
pany him down-stairs, that the treatment he had 
received at the girl’s hands had been dictated by 
simple caprice.
Don Muniz, who, since his fall, was moving 
more slowly than ever, stopped short and looked 
Bertin full in the face.
“ You are not conducting this affair with your 
usual ability, my friend,” he said in a snarling 
tone. “ The girl is handsome, very handsome, 
or I would not put up with such treatment as I 
have received to-night. But understand, if 
when I come to-morrow evening you have not 
schooled her into better behavior, it will be my 
last visit.”
The Peruvian spoke in French, but rather 
slowly, so that the young Englishman, who was 
shamelessly playing eavesdropper, could make 
out al nest all he said. Bertin’s rejoinder he 
foanl scarcely less easy to understand.
“Senor,” he said, in a low, but distinct voice,
“ I assure you the girl is merely playing co­
quette, and that you will have no further trouble 
with. her. If I may suggest, however, I think the 
time has come when a few diamonds, such as 
would seem but as grain for poultry to you, but 
which would dazzle a girl’s eyes, might now be 
fittingly proffered. I have told the girl you are 
ready to do her the honor of marrying her— 
but it probably seems to her too much to believe 
without some such evidence as that I humbly 
suggest.”
The Peruvian half-turned, as if he would go 
back.
“ If I had thought that,” he said, “I would 
have offered her this.” \
And ho touched a ring on one of his own dark 
fingers, in which was set a diamond of enormous 
size. The eye3 of the other man glistened,
“ No, no,” he rejoined, hastily, “ do not de­
spoil yourself, senor. On the contrary let me 
advise you to appear before her as splendid as 
ou like in your" person. It will impress her. 
he i3 too inexperienced to say to herself: ‘ A 
man should not wear so much jewelry. It will 
seem to her to suggest the luxury of a strange 
land.”
The Peruvian laughed knowingly. The two 
men were now too far down the stairs for Walter 
to hear more of what they said. He heard faint­
ly the sounds of their laughter as they went 
slowly further and further down, and then he re­
treated within his sister’s door, feeling less 
ashamed at his own eavesdropping than amazed 
at the apparent folly of the Peruvian.
Was it possible that Don Muniz did not see 
through the adventurer’s transparent artifice? 
If he oresented himself at M. Bertin’s on the 
following evening in any such magnificence as 
his wily host suggested, Don Muniz would un­
doubtedly be robbed. And the robbery would 
just as undoubtedly be put down to “La Belle 
Zaida,” to Mary! The idea was too revolting to 
be borne.
A fe w minutes later Walter again rang the bell 
of Berlin’s flat, and asked to see Madame. He 
had before now observed a sort of frosty kindli­
ness and nipped good nature in the plump 
Frenchwoman’s face, and he had resolved to 
try whether she could not be coaxed—or bought.
By this time the hired man-servant had gone 
away, and it was Madame herself who opened the 
door. She had evidently expected her own hus­
band, for she wore a very old flannel dressing- 
gown, and had her head tied up comfortably in a 
sort of black bandage. The poor old thing cried 
out in alarm at sight of Walter, and tried to con­
ceal herself behind the door, muttering assur­
ances that M. Bertin was out, and that they did 
not receive visitors at this hour.
But Walter was obdurate.
“ I know he is out, Madame,” he said, hurried­
ly, imploringly; “that is why I have come. 
Listen to me, I beg, for one moment. You have 
a good, kind face, and I can trust you.”
As she still tried to shut him out, Walter, 
thinking this was no time for delicacy, real or 
false, took out his purse and put what gold he 
had in it into her hand. Now this was business : 
Madame Bertin left off trying to shut the door, 
and listened to him while she dropped the coin 
into her pocket. It was a capacious pocket, per­
haps not wholly unconnected with the occasional 
ractice of shop-lifting, Walter thought, as he 
eard the gold pieces fall a long way down to 
the bottom. He pressed his advantage, taking 
the opportunity to insert the whole of his person 
inside the door.
“ And if Madame,” he went on, obsequiously,
“ you should find yourself at any time in any 
pressing difficulties, remember my purse is al­
ways at your service.”
She was a practical woman, and upon this, 
with a shrewd glance at him and a deep sigh, 
she took him into the room where, during the 
afternoon seances, she made the tea. She lit one 
candle, being of a frugal mind ; besides, where 
is the use of keeping up a show of lavish luxury 
when you are in an old dressing-gown, with your 
head bound up ? She sat down, clasped her 
hands in front of her plump person, and sighed. 
Walter, fearing the man Bertin’s return, dashed 
into his subject at once.
“ I would do anything to help you, Madame,” 
he said in a fiery whisper, “ because I know you 
are kind to—Mary, Mary Oakley.”
Madame started violently; her lips began to 
twitch, and her hands to tremble.
“Mary!” she repeated, “who told you her 
name ?”
“She herself did,” answered Walter, firmly ; 
“ I am going to marry her.”
Madame Bertin received the announcement 
with every sign of distress.
“So you carry on with her secret correspon­
dence!” she exclaimed, angrily. “You set her 
against her guardians, who are like parents to 
her—the orphan! You make her disobedient, 
you make her to refuse the good, rich husband 
they find for her! You bad Englishman 1”
Unable to bear her emotion quietly, Madame 
got up and waddled up and down, with one hand 
inside her pocket, shaking it with rage. The 
clinking of the gold pieces, however, seemed to 
exercise a soothing effect upon her. She stopped 
and looked at him with her head on one side.
“ You, you are not rich ?” she said, interroga­
tively, with one eye shut.
“ I am not very rich,” answered Walter truly 
enough, “ but I have enough to keep a wife, and 
to be good to her friends. And I am living with 
my sister, so that you could satisfy yourself as to 
my character, and make sure that I have not a 
wife already, which is more than you can be sure 
of with that Peruvian—” beast, ho had almost 
added, but checked himself in time.
“ Oh, ah I” replied Madame with a shrug. 
“ One must risk those things. And as for a 
man’s character, it may not be very good, and 
he may yet make a tolerable husband. The girl 
who is too particular she remains old maid.”
“ But there is no fear of that for Mary, since 
here I am, asking for nothing better than to 
marry her immediately!”
“ Ah, well, I will see. I consult Monsieur 
Bertin,” said Madame, growing cautious, and 
glancing at the clock. “ He be here soon, and 
lie be very angry to find you.”
Walter went towards the door. As she let him 
out, the old Frenchwoman suddenly softened a 
little towards him.
“ I am your friend,” she said, with a regretful 
sigh, “ I would rather you than the other. It is 
not everything—the money, and I love Zaida. 
But my husband—” She paused,looked about her 
fearfully, and then hurried on rapidly with her 
confession. “ He gamble, he lose all he get; he 
must have more, more. This Muniz, he offer 
much gold for the girl. And he promised to 
treat her well.”
“Then you mean to sell her!” cried Walter, 
indignantly.
As he uttered the words a door opened, and 
Mary peeped out into the vestibule. Her beau­
tiful face wore an expression, not of hopeless 
misery, but of passionate defiance. She had 
scarcely caught sight of him when Madame Ber­
tin pushed Walter out on to the landing, and 
. | shut the door upon him. But not before he had 
> judged, by the lighting up of the girl’s face,
that he had a right to constitute himself her 
champion.
Next morning he found on the balcony a let­
ter from Mary. The first words filled him with 
wretchedness.
“ Why have you come,” the letter began, “ to 
change all life to me, and to make me ten times 
more miserable than I was before? Since I 
have known you my occupation seems distaste­
ful, unworthy; my mind is poisoned against 
my guardians; my infirmity seems to throw 
upon me the shadow of an everlasting curse. 
Why did you ever look at me, speak to me, as 
you have done? You have opened my eyes to 
the evil, and I shudder at it. I see the Bertins 
care for nothing but the money I bring them ; I 
see this Don Muniz is a bad man. I have grown 
suspicious of all things. I have seen Monsieur 
Bertin this morning. I have told him the pres­
ence of the man Muniz was distasteful to me, 
and that, whether he said he wished to marry 
me or not, I would not see him again. He heard 
me quietly, without contradicting or persuad­
ing. This frightened me again. Then he said 
Don Muniz would be here to-night, for the last 
time, and I must see him and give him my re­
fusal myself. Otherwise Don Muniz would 
think he had been deceived. And Monsieur 
Bertin looks so strange to-day, and Madame so 
frightened, that I feel anxious. And it seems 
to me that I have detected preparations as if 
for going away. This flat was taken furnished 
by Monsieur Bertin, and I know that when he 
moves he moves quickly. If I never see you 
again—Good-bye. I ought not to write this, but 
I feel so lonely—so lonely. You will forgive 
me, as you must and will forget me.
“ Maky Oakley.”
Going away! Going away! Going away ! 
Through all the emotions which this letter 
roused in Walter, this fact dinned into his 
brain, at one moment stirring suspicion in him^ 
at another reducing him to despair. For if 
Mary was willing to go with the Bertins on a. 
sudden flight he could do nothing. In the 
meantime, however, there was the evening’s 
work to be considered. M. Bertin had advised 
the Peruvian to bedeck himself gorgeously, and 
to bring diamonds. If Don Muniz should be 
simple enough, or enamored enough, to heed 
this advice, there was little doubt that he would, 
be robbed, and that poor Mary would be made 
to appear an agent in the robbery.
Waiter was on fire all the day. He took care 
to be smoking in the court-yard at nine o’clock 
that evening, the hour at which the evening’s 
“receptions” began. As he expected, a few 
minutes after the hour the Peruvian’s carriage 
drove up; and Don Muniz, getting out ol it, 
made his way slowly into the house. Walter 
saw that his overcoat was unbuttoned, and that 
a great diamond, or cluster of diamonds, blazed 
in his shirt-front, while his dark fingers were 
loaded with rings.
“ What a fool the man must be! thought 
AiValter*
Yet the Peruvian did not look like a fool. 
The young Englishman wondered if he ought
not to warn the man ; and then, again----  He
followed Don Muniz within the doors of the 
house, still hesitating, deliberating. And then
_lie saw the Peruvian take from liis pocket a>
tiny revolver, examine it, and put it back into* 
the pocket of his overcoat. . r
Walter stepped without noise into the lilt, 
reached the top floor first, waited until Don 
Muniz had rung at the Bertins’ door and been 
admitted by Madame, and then after the laps© 
of a few moments, pulled the bell himself.
After some delay Madame Bertin opened it. 
This fact was in itself suspicious, suggesting 
that for the work on hand it had been thought 
advisable to keep the hired man servant out ot
he way. . L
“ We do not receive to-night, 
lertin. • ... , . . , .And she closed the door without giving him 
,ime for a word. He rang again and again hop- 
ng that this proof of a dogged watchfulness 
vould put them on their guard.
He did more than that. Feeling sure that 
here would be a violent scene that night be- 
iween Bertin and the Peruvian, and thinking 
,hat Bertin would try to escape, he resolved on 
l daring outrage on the liberty of the subject, 
if he had been in England he would have ca Jed 
n a policeman, but he did not know enough 
French to explain himself to a Parisian guardian 
>f the law, and he already knew enough of con­
verges and their ways to hope for assistance 
?rom that quarter. . . , , ... a
So he let himself into his sister s flat with a 
private key, which he had coaxed her to get for
’ said Madame
i
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to tremble as it sought something in the breast 
of his inner coat. Madame Bertin threw her 
great weight upon him, and, guessing perhaps 
what he was searching for, held fast his hands 
with no mean muscular power.
Meanwhile, Mary, who had her back turned 
to the others, was staring before her, evidently 
absorbed in the consideration of her own posi­
tion, and taking no more notice of the excited 
words and movements of the man and woman 
behind her than if they had been a hundred 
miles away. Presently, however, her eyes, full 
of a mournfulness which pierced Walter to the 
heart, caught sight of a hand stirring the por­
tiere which divided the salon from the tea-r^om. 
The expression of her face changed to one of 
deadly horror. Walter’s eyes, following the 
direction of hers, saw what it was that alarmed 
her. The hand behind the portiere held a re­
volver; there was a finger op it, and it was 
pointed towards some one in the room.
Mary uttered a loud cry, and swung suddenly 
round where she stood. Don Muniz had evaded 
Madame Bertin’s grasp, and was making for a 
further door. Walter thought of the bolt on the 
outer door, which he had put to prevent the es­
cape of a criminal, not a victim. But his mo­
mentary fear was thrown away. Before he could 
step inside the window, before Don Muniz could 
reach the door of the salon, there was a sharp 
report, and the Peruvian staggered back a few 
paces.
There was a moment’s ghastly, horrible pause 
in the room. The hand Had disappeared be­
hind the portiere. Madame Bertin stood wring­
ing her hands, her white lips moving rapidly. 
Mary stood like a statue for a moment, and then 
ran forward towards the wounded man.
She was just too late. As she came up he 
swayed forward, recovered himself, swayed for­
ward again, and fell dead at her feet.
CHAPTER IX.
Walter stepped through the long open win­
dow into the room. Madame Bertin rushed to­
wards him, shrieking, accusing him of being the 
murderer of Don Muniz.
“No, madarne,” said he, quietly, “I am not 
the murderer; I am the witness whose evi­
dence will bring your husband to justice.”
She remained silent for a few moments after 
this, looking at the Englishman, in a frightened 
manner, out of the corners of her eyes. Luckily 
for him, she then threw a rapid glance towards 
the portiere. Thus warned, Walter left her sud­
denly, with an abrupt turn, and pulling aside 
concealing curtain, discovered M. Bertin, re­
volver still in hand.
A curious sensation stole down Walter’s back ; 
another moment and, on the principle that dead 
men tell no tales, he would have been lying be­
side the Peruvian. In a spasm of not unnatu­
ral rage, he snatched the revolver from the 
hand of the adventurer, whose eyes were glit­
tering with strange fire. *
“Let me go,” whispered the latter, hoarsely. 
“I—I did not mean to harm you. Let me go. 
You have got the girl; what do you want with 
me ?”
“ 1 don’t want you, but I intend to keep you 
for somebody that ’will,” said Walter, grimly.
“ You meant to murder that man, rob him, and 
escape, leaving this girl to bear the guilt of it, you 
cur. But you was just a little too cock-sure.”
“Well, and where would be the harm?” re­
joined Bertin, coolly. “In France they never 
punish a pretty woman ; there are always ‘ ex­
tenuating circumstances.’ La belle Zaida would 
simply be well looked after in a maison de 
sante."
And he tapped his forehead.
“ Maison de sante I” A madhouse ! Walter’s 
brain seemed to reel. Even as he repudiated 
with passion the suggestion, he glanced at Mary 
■with a little unacknowledged fear. For she had 
sunk into a chair, and sat tapping the floor with 
one foot. And each time that the heel of her 
shoe touched the polished floor she started vio­
lently. And each time that Madame Bertin 
moaned, or that the voices of the two men 
reached her, she started again. While all the 
time her face, with the eyes fixed upon the dead 
body on the floor, wore an impression, not of 
horror, but of absolute stupefaction.
A dull dread crept through Walter’s own 
brain.
Meanwhile, his fingers relaxed their hold of 
Bertin’s arm ; and the murderer, who had re­
mained quite still, waiting for his chance, freed 
himself by a dexterous twist, and before Walter 
could stop him, sprang forward, and proceeded 
to rob the body before his eyes. With one quick 
movement he turned the body, with another he
him, found a gimlet, a screw-driver, a handful 
of screws, among his own masculine rubbish, 
proceeded to take the bolt off a cupboard in his 
room, and returned hurriedly to the landing. 
He then screwed the bolt to M. Bertin’s door, 
and the catch to the door post. Having thus 
improvised the best obstacle he could to M. 
Bertin’s expected flight, Walter went back to 
his sister’s flat, made his way at once to the 
balcony, and began to smoke cigarette after 
cigarette, leaning against the partition.
It was all very well to laugh at the notion of 
the ornament which he had placed upon M. 
Bertin’s door. It was all very well to tell him­
self that necessity was the parent of invention, 
that desperate diseases needed desperate reme­
dies, and so on. It was none the less unde­
niable that he had taken the law into his own 
hands in a way which French justice might look 
upon as unjustifiable ; and Walter was not easy 
in his mind. Supposing that his fears and 
Mary’s should prove to be without foundation, 
he would have done considerably worse than 
make a fool of himself. If it had not been for 
the cowardice of the thing, Walter would have 
gone back, and, meekly unscrewing the bolt, 
have hidden it away with a muttered maledic­
tion. But he said doggedly to himself that 
he would stand to his colors. So he waited on 
the balcony and smoked on.
At last a" low murmur of voices, wliichjcame 
to him on the night air from the Bertins’’salon, 
seemed to grow louder. Walter could hear the 
guttural voice of the Peruvian, and even detect 
the rising impatience in his tone. He heard 
also the voice of Madame Bertin, speaking 
soothingly, persuasively. And from time to 
time Mary monotonously cried, “No, no, no !”
It was clear to Walter that the three had been 
left together by the man Bertin, who thought 
the wooing of Don Muniz more likely to prosper 
in his absence than in his presence. But in 
this he was mistaken. More and more resolute 
grew Mary’s cry, “ No, no, no I” until suddenly 
Walter’s listening ears detected a sound of fear 
in her tone.
He did not hesitate for one instant. During 
the last ten minutes he had employed himself 
in loosening the staples which held the zinc 
partition to the wall. With one rough pull he 
now tore it down, and got over the railing on to 
the Bertins5 balcony. The windows of the salon 
vtQYQ open. He pushed aside the blind and 
peeped in through the frilled muslin curtains.
The room was full of the soft light of wax 
candles, and the air heavy with the scent of 
fiowers. Tired of his vain entreaties, Don 
Muniz, who carried in his hand a long flat case, 
which Walter guessed to contain jewelry, had 
risen to leave the room. But between him and 
the door, stood Madame Bertin, pale, trembling, 
imploring him rapidly in a low voice to delay.
“ Do not give up hope. It is a girl’s caprice. 
She will relent to-morrow. Come and see her 
again to-morrow,” she begged, interposing her 
portly figure so that he could not open the 
door.
But the Peruvian was furiously angry. He 
felt that he was being made a fool of.
“ No, madarne ; not to-morrow or ever again,” 
he said, in his halting French, and with a strong 
Spanish accent. “ Who and what is this girl, 
chat I should beseech and beg to her? You 
have deceived me, you and your husband. You 
said I had only to tell her I would marry her, 
and she would believe me and go away with me 
without further question. But this has proved 
untrue. Then you said, ‘Bring jewels to dazzle 
her eyes.’ So I bring to-night a necklace worth 
fifty thousand francs, and she pushes it away 
from her as if diamonds were dust to her And 
now-----”
“ It is only her way, only her whim,” pleaded 
Madame Bertin. Then, in a still more coaxing 
tone: “ Leave the necklace with me, only to­
night, and see what I will do.”
But Don Muniz only chuckled drily, and put- 
tidg the case into an inside pocket, buttoned 
up his overcoat.
“ No, madarne,” he said, quietly; “ it is only 
to young women one gives diamonds.”
“ You mistrust me, senor,” said she, pom­
pously.
“Entirely, madarne,” was the instant reply.
And for a few moments they stood silently 
looking at each other, he watching for an op­
portunity to escape, she completely blocking ; 
the way. At last his eyes—seemg that to pass | 
or to remove this obstacle was hopeless—began 
to rove round the room in search of another 
door.
“Leave the necklace,” whispered Madame 
Bertin, hoarsely, “ as you value your life !”
Don Muniz started, and his right hand began
tore open the coat, with the third he seized the’ 
case of diamonds. Then, just as the English­
man, having recovered his wits, seized him by 
the collar, Bertin slid neatly out of his grasp,, 
and made for the door.
“ Stop, stop, think of me ! Do not leave mer 
like this !” implored his wife, in French.
But he did not pause an instant. Walter, re­
membering the bolt on the outer door, followed 
•at leisure into the vestibule.
In the feeble light of a little lamp that swung 
from the roof, M. Bertin was trying to open the 
outer door. He turned the key without result. 
He shook the door, he kicked it. At each fresh 
effort his movements became more feverishly 
rapid, his breath came more quickly. Knowing 
that, for a few minutes at least, the man was se­
cure, Walter, still retaining his hold of the mur­
derer’s revolver, watched him at a distance of a 
few feet, without word or movement.
Suddenly the man turned to listen. Some 
sound on the landing outside, which he seemed 
to recognize, had caught his ear. He bent his 
head to listen more closely, and Walter saw that 
his breathing was growing labored, as of a man 
under the influence of some great fear. He drew 
himself upright at last, and leaning for one mo­
ment heavily against the door, let Walter see a 
face rigid with horror.
“The gendarmes!” he hissed in a whisper 
that Walter scarcely caughT.
This wretch, who had killed a fellow-man ab­
solutely without emotion, could feel acutely for 
himself. Walter felt sick with disgust. The 
lamp-light was so feeble that until this moment 
he had escaped Bertin’s notice. On perceiving 
him, the murderer broke out in a torrent of 
fierce abuse.
“ Dog ! Dog of an Englishman !” he exclaimed 
beneath his teeth. And for the first time Wal­
ter detected a strong foreign accent in his speech. 
“I was a fool to speak to you. You hav© 
brought me ill-luck. I saw it in your cold Eng­
lish eyes the first moment I met vou. I deserved 
this for not taking the warning. The gambler 
superstition was peeping out of his narrow eyes, 
as he noddedhis head several times, and seemed 
to be making a calculation. Then he turned 
suddenly to the young man. “And it is all 
thrown away, this "trouble of yours, that is the 
best of it, upon a girl you cannot marry, who is 
afflicted, who---- ”
He stopped. The bell was rung from the out­
side. With the step of a cat he glided steadily away 
into the tea-room; and Walter, following" him, 
saw him dart out upon the balcony, and make 
for Mrs. Plunket’s flat.
The young man turned quickly to the vesti­
bule, and in answer to a second ring, answered 
the door himself.
For the bolt he had put on the door had been 
drawn back on the cutside. /
On the landing stood two gendarmes ; and 
Miss Halliday, with a very white face, stood at 
the door of Mrs. Plunket’s flat. Walter started, 
and looked from the men to the lady.
‘ It is all right,” said she, nodding her head 
reassuringly, “ I reported these people as sus­
picious persons to the police two days ago. To­
night I saw a bolt outside the door, could not 
understand it, and sent for them.”
A murder has been committed,” said Walter, 
in halting French, as he gave up the revolver to 
one of the gendarmes. “ The man has escaped 
into the next flat.”
Miss Halliday, who was not afflicted with 
‘nerves,” and who only showed her excitement 
by a tightening of the lips and by the extra pal­
lor of her face, made way for one of the men, 
while his comrade remained on the landing. 
Walter went in to help to secure the fugitive.
Bertin was caught in one of the bed-rooms, 
just as he was in the act of concealing himself 
in a wardrobe. He wTas handcuffed and con­
veyed away by the gendarmes, when one of 
them had entered the adjoining flat and ascer­
tained the truth of Waiter’s report.
Mary was still in the salon. She had with­
drawn to a corner of the room, and sat bai,k in 
an arm-chair with her eyes closed and her head 
back on the cushion. There Was on her face an 
expression of mingled horror and bewilderment, 
which filled Walter with dread. At every sound— 
the gendarme’s voice, Madame Bertin’s groans, 
Walter’s heavy tread—she shuddered, without 
opening her eyes.
“Won’t you speak to me ?” he asked, in a low 
voice.
But gently as he spoke, she shivered, and, 
still without opening her eyes, shrank further 
back into her chair.
He laid his hand very lightly, very respect­
fully, for a moment on her arms. But before he 
3ould utter another word she started up and
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stared at him, her lips moving, although no 
sound came from them. Her wild look wrung 
his heart.
“ Oh, Mary!” he cried, “ don’t look at me like 
that. It is not I who have brought this upon 
you, indeed it is not. This Bertin was a villain. 
You were not safe with him. But neither you 
nor madame will suffer. Do you not believe 
that I will take care of you ?”
She heard, but she did not answer, did not 
understand. She uttered a sort of confused 
sound, and sank again into the chair, with her 
hands to her ears, as if the sound of his voice 
hurt her. Walter drew back a step with a groan. 
A light hand on his shoulder made him start. 
Turning, he saw Miss Halliday, her kind face 
full of concern.
“Let me speak to her,” she said.
Mary’s eyes were fixed mournfully upon her. 
The slender little American woman went up to 
the girl and put an arm fearlessly round her 
shoulders. Mary submitted,, but shrinkingly.
“Will you let me take you into my room?” 
she said in a very soft whisper, having seized 
the fact that the girl was preternaturally sensi­
tive to noise. “ It is quite near.”
Mary looked at her, watched the movement 
■of her lips, but shook her head. Evidently the 
lady’s words were merely a noise in her ears, 
and had to her no meaning.
“We must take her away—from that” said 
Ernestine, with a shuddering glance at the 
thing behind her on the floor.
Then she took to pantomime to express her 
meaning, and succeeded better. With a few 
gestures of invitation she persuaded the girl to 
rise, and turning her head away from the Peru­
vian’s body, over which a cloak had been thrown, 
she led her into Mrs. Plunket’s flat. The gen­
darme left in charge of the body stopped Miss 
Halliday on her way out, and she had to explain 
to him that she was only taking the girl to an­
other room on the same floor. He demurred a 
little, and only consented to this when he found 
that by standing at the door of the Bertins’ flat 
he could command a view of that of Mrs. Plun­
ket. The man was exceedingly civil, but ex­
plained that this precaution was absolutely 
necessary until the arrival of his superior offi­
cer, as the girl might be accused of complicity 
in the crime. These words, which gave a great 
shock to Walter, fell unheeded upon Mary’s 
ears.
Walter went back into the Bertins’ flat to try 
to comfort the murderer’s wife. He found the 
task less difficult than he expected, as the lady 
was sinking by this time into a state of half- 
stodgy, half-philosophical resignation to the 
inevitable.
“ I knew it would come some day, I was certain 
he would go too far, I always said so,” she mur­
mured clasping her hands and staring at the 
gendarme. “ And now it has come. He will be 
imprisoned, and I—I may starve, I suppose. 
Well, I have been near enough to that before. 
And they will not guillotine him: they will find 
extenuating circumstances, and he will get per­
haps five years, perhaps ten. He bien! C’est la 
volonte du bon 'Bieu ! ”
And with a deep sigh Madame settled herself 
further into the chair, and awaited the course 
of events.
When Walter learned, on the arrival of a fresh 
contingent of police, that both Mary and Ma­
dame Bertin would have to be arrested on sus­
picion of complicity in the murder, he started 
up, with a vague British notion of disabling the 
officers of the law by personal combat, and car­
rying off Mary to a place of safety before their 
eyes. Fortunately Miss Halliday acted as inter­
preter, and succeeded in convincing him that 
the arrest was only a matter of form, that the 
ladies would be most tenderly treated, and that 
they would be set free when their depositions 
had been taken. He himself was taken to a 
Bureau de Police, where he made a statement, 
and was bound over to appear at the ensuing 
trial.
He went back to his sister’s flat in a state of 
profound depression. His sister, who was ex­
ceedingly annoyed on learning the unpleasant 
story in which he had played a part, checked 
her expressions of annoyance and disgust when 
she caught sight of his face. Miss Halliday, 
having made herself his friend in the matter, he 
permitted to lead him into the salle-a-manger, 
and give him some wine. After a long silence, 
which he did not attempt to break, he addressed 
her.
“ What do you think—about it—about her?”
Ernestine looked troubled.
“ I—am afraid to say.”
“ You think—good heavens . - can’t say it 1 
You think—she----”
He touched his forehead.
“ I am afraid so.”
After a pause, Walter spoke again in a harsh 
whisper. His head was m his hands ; he was 
broken down, miserable almost beyond endur­
ance.
“ Yet she wrote to me as sensibly as you could 
have done. I—I will show you the letter.”
He drew out his treasure and stooped over 
her as she read it. Ernestine sprang up from 
the perusal of it with a start.
“ I have an idea—a good one,” she said. “ You 
must go back to England at once—you can man­
age it—you can be back in time for the trial. 
You must find out the girl’s friends.”
“ Madame Bertin would tell me nothing about 
them. I don’t know how to set about it.”
“ Well, it’s got to be done, and the sooner you 
set about it the better.”
“ Won’t you tell me what your idea is ?”
“No. You would stay here, trying to go to 
work at the wrong end, if I did. Go to-morrow 
morning. I will make it right with your sister 
as far as I can. But who knows ? I may be 
sending you to perdition.”
“Nonsense!” said Walter; “what harm is 
there in a man’s choosing his own wife ?”
Miss Halliday changed color a little.
“You don’t know yet whether she is even 
sane!” she said, rather impatiently.
“I am convinced that she is. There is some 
mystery about her, of course, but I will not be­
lieve it is that.” x
“And nothing short of that will prevent you 
marrying her?”
“Nothing.”
“ Well, I don’t know that I think the worse of 
you for being utterly unreasonable. Good 
night.”
“ Good night. Bless you for your goodness a 
thousand tiules.”
Miss Halliday smiled, and looked down on his 
curly hair rather sadly as he bent his head to 
kiss her hand.
His blessing for her, who would have wor­
shipped him; his love for the girl who at the 
most would accept his worship. Well, well, it 
was the law of the world. And, when you come 
to think of it, Nature knows what she is about 
when she puts into a young man’s heart the de­
termination to take to wife her who seems to 
him the fairest.
CHAPTER X.
Next morning, Walter started for London, 
leaving a note of explanation for his sister, and 
referring her to Miss Halliday to fill the gaps in 
his somewhat incoherent narrative. Having had 
time on the journey to arrange his plans, he 
went straight to Scotland Yard. Here he made 
inquiries as to the man Bertin, who was, how­
ever, under that name at any rate, quite un­
known there. Having explained that he had 
reason to suppose that this man and his wife 
had taken a young girl named Oakley from the 
custody of her friends, one of the police officers 
before whom he made the statement repeated 
the name.
“ Oakley! Mary OakleyI” said he. “ I think 
there were bills out six months ago or so about 
some one of that name.”
A search was made in the books, and in a few 
minutes the inspector in charge cleared his 
throat and read out the following announce­
ment :
“Missing, a Young Girl,
Supposed to have been decoyed away from her 
friends. Tall, fair, pale complexion, of pre­
possessing appearance—deaf and dumb ’
Walter started violently. The whole mystery 
fell to pieces in an instant. Her silence, her 
apparent indifference to what was passing 
around her, the ease with which her friends’ 
search for her had been evaded—all was ex­
plained.
“I see,” he exclaimed. “That is she. Go 
on, please.”
The officer read on :
“Name, Mary Oakley. Age, 18. Particulars 
to the police, or to Mrs. Oakley,-----Street, Lon­
don, W.”
Walter got into a hansom and drove to the ad­
dress given. It was a lodging-house of the 
dingy type. He asked for Mrs. Oakley, very 
much fearing that the lady would have gone 
away. The answer of the girl who opened the 
door, however, reassured him.
“ Yes, sir ? What name, sir ?”
In a few moments Walter was entering a bare­
looking, shabbily furnished room on the second 
floor.
A tiny old lady, who still seemed redolent,
amid the smuts and smoke of London, of the 
country fields and lanes where she had passed 
her life, held out her left hand to him. Her face 
was quivering with excitement, and her voice 
was scarcely steady.
“You will forgive my left hand,” she began, 
as she put her little withered fingers in the 
young man’s broad palm, “my right is para­
lyzed.”
" At every step fresh light was breaking in upon 
Walter. What could be easier, since the old 
lady could not write herself, than for the Ber­
tins to deceive Mary with letters purporting to 
be dictated by her aunt ?
“ I have brought you news of your niece Mary, 
madam,” he began.
The old lady bent her head gravely.
“I knew it would come,” she said, simply.
“The spirits told me so, and I waited pa­
tiently.”
More light again. Mary, having been brought 
up by a believer of “Spiritism,” had been an 
easy prey to the professional quackery of the 
Bertins.
“ But it is not all good news that I bring,” he 
went on. “She is at present in very unhappy 
circumstances, the people she is with having 
brought themselves within reach of the law. 
But she will soon be free from that trouble. 
Only—I am going to give her to you with one 
han^, only to take her away again with the 
other.”
“ Ah!” said the old lady, “ that is always the 
way.”
To Walter’s surprise, she asked very few 
questions, and was evidently a simple-minded, 
superstitious creature, who took the world easi­
ly. She was, however, grateful to him for put­
ting an end to her anxiety, and she chatted 
away to him, giving him all the detail^ of her 
own life and of Mary’s with a child-like ingenu­
ousness which was not without charm.
Her poor husband had adopted his dead bro­
ther’s child when she was little more than a 
baby, the old lady said. Mary had lost her 
hearing through a fright when she was only a 
child, learning to speak. Her vocal organs 
were unimpaired by the accident, but had been 
useless to her ever since, as, through not being 
able to hear, she could not learn to talk.
“ She can only utter the few words she had al­
ready learnt when the accident happened,” 
went on Mrs. Oakley.
Walter remembered the few baby words which 
had dropped so strangely from her lips in his 
sister’s salon.
“ There was a clever doctor in our neighbor­
hood,” continued Mrs. Oakley “who declared 
that he did not believe her complete cure impos­
sible. Mv poor husband, who was very ill at the 
time, made me promise to bring her to London, 
to one of the great ear-doctors. So when he was 
gone I did so. On our journey up we met a very 
clever man, who shared my own beliefs about 
the spirits of those we love,” and the look of the 
enthusiast shone in the little old lady’s eyes; 
“and he was struck with Mary, and wanted to take 
her away to travel round the country with him and 
his wife^ He said that he could teach her palm­
istry, and to read the stars,” went on Mrs. Oak­
ley quite simply, “and that she could earn 
enough to keep herself and me. For my poor 
husband left us very badly off.” And she gave 
another grave shake of the head. “ Mary was 
all for going with them, but I refused. We came 
on to London, and parted at the station .from 
these people, and I thought little more about 
them. I found some quiet lodgings, where, as I 
thought, I could leave Mary safely while I went 
about visiting some old friends.”
The old lady flushed a little, and Walter 
guessed that she had perhaps, in the new ex­
citement of visiting, neglected her niece a lit­
tle.
“ Well,” she went on, “ at last one day I came 
back, and found that she was gone. The land­
lady said that some friends had called upon her, 
whom Mary herself let into the house, and whom 
the woman did not see. She went out with them, 
and, as you know, she did not come back. I ad­
vertised : it was of no use. But I knew, for the 
spirits told me, that I should find her again some
tind she sat back quite happily, with her lit­
tle hands folded, and a pleased excitement in 
her eyes.
Walter thought that this very silly old lady did 
not deserve to have her niece back at all, and 
his remorse at the thought of taking the girl 
from such a guardian melted away. He wrote a 
letter to Mary at her dictation, and then took 
his leave as quickly as possible.
On the following evening Walter was again in 
Paris. He was pursued by an idea, a hope. A
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doctor had said that Mary’s deafness might be 
curable. Walter asked himself, remembering 
that strange new sensitiveness she had shown on 
the occasion of the murder, whether she was 
not cured? As a shock had deprived her of 
hearing, might not another shock nave restored 
it ? Full of excitement he arrived at his sister’s 
flat. Ernestine Halliday was the first person to 
meet him. There was an expression on her face 
which made him ask what had happened.
“A miracle,” she answered with a very sweet 
-smile, “ or almost a miracle.”
Walter stood still, scarcely daring to put the 
-questions his hopes suggested.
“ Mary-----” he said presently, while his lips
trembled.
“ She is here.”
“ And—the miracle ? I know her secret. She 
was deaf and dumb.”
“Was deaf and dumb,” echoed Ernestine with 
tremulous lips.
“ Well?” said Walter in an eager whisper.
“ She is not now. The shock has given her 
back her hearing. She can be taught to speak, 
if any one can be found with sufficient patience 
to teach her.”
Walter looked at her with tears starting to his 
•eyes.
“ Where is she ?” he asked in a whisper.
“ In the salon ; a celebrated aurist is with her 
SIOW.”
Walter looked at her gratefully. “ That is 
your doing,” he said.
“ Of course. Would you grudge me a hand in 
your happiness ?”
Walter could not answer. Presently he en­
tered the salon. Mary, who had not expected to 
see him, sprang up from her chair, clasping her 
hands. The great doctor smiled, held out his 
hand to Walter, and said something in French 
which the young fellow was too stupefied with his 
happiness to fully understand. He made out, 
however, enough to understand that the girl’s 
infirmity was cured. Then the doctor withdrew, 
very quickly, very quietly; so that the young 
people scarcelv noticed when or how he went.
Forgetting that, although she could not hear, 
she had not yet learned to understand, Walter 
began to tell her about his journey and his find­
ing her aunt. She shook her head and smiled, 
and said half mournfully ; “ No, no,” in her baby 
laungage. Walter took up a pencil and paper, 
and wrote down the particulars of his discovery 
-of her aunt. Then he glanced up at her with a 
flush on his face, looked down again, and wrote 
on:—
“ I’ve told her, though, that she can’t keep 
you.” Then he looked up again at Mary. She 
was was watching his pencil, and blushing. On 
he scribbled again :—“ You will want some one 
to teach you to talk.” Again he paused. Then 
he put down the pencil, and stood up beside 
her.
He said nothing for a minute or two, and did 
not even dare to look in her face. At last, how- 
over, he ventured to raise her bent head with 
his hands, so that she could watch the move­
ment of his lips.
“ Will you let me teach you?” he asked at last, 
very, very softly.
She understood.
Although Mary' made rapid progress under 
Walter’s tuition, both in talking and in under­
standing what he said, he could not wait for her 
to learn to tell him by word of mouth the whole 
story of her life with the Bertins. She had to 
write out a full account of it for him, and to ex­
plain the methods by which, in spite of her late 
affliction, she was enabled to understand what­
ever they said to her. When they spoke Eng­
lish, she explained, she could follow the move­
ments of their lips, as she had been brought up 
in England to do. She could, therefore, she ad­
mitted, have understood more than she had ap­
peared to do of what Walter said at their first 
meeting, but for a feeling of shyness which 
caused her to keep her eyes away from his face. 
The Bertins had also a code of signals for small 
every-day occurrences, so that, for instance, the 
apparently angry stamp of the adventurer’s foot, 
which had so greatly incensed Walter, was mere- 
Iv a signal to Mary that it was time to come in­
doors. Her obsevation, too, was rendered so 
acute by the continual silence in which she lived, 
that she could frequently tell, without looking 
round, when another person had entered the 
room, by the vibration of the floor. Thus it was 
that she had puzzled Walter on one occasion by 
seeming to hear the noiseless tread of M. Bertin 
on the balcony behind her, when, as a matter of 
fact, she had/eZ£ it.
Mary added that the Bertins, no doubt seeing 
the professional value of the mystery her silence 
created, took every means to conceal the reason
of it, and always professed to be utterly unable 
either to use or to understand the alphabet of 
the fingers.
“ And until you came,” so ended Mary’s writ­
ten narrative, “ I never wanted to speak. But 
after that I cried every night because I could 
not. For I knew very well that if you knew me 
for what I was, you could never think of me 
again---- ”
Walter, who was reading over her shoulder as 
she wrote, stopped her pen, knelt down beside 
her, and added this one line :
“ If you had remained deaf and dumb I should 
have married you just the same.”
There was only one fact to add to her story ; 
and after another short lesson in speech, such as 
her indefatigable tutor was always ready to give 
her, Mary wrote it down :
“ When I turned round in the salon that even­
ing, and saw those awful sights—the hand—the 
revolver—the man swaying as he stood—some­
thing seemed to break in my head, and a horri­
ble torrent of sounds burst upon me. I did not 
understand ; I thought I had gone mad. All 
that day I was out of my senses, I think. The 
noise—the dinning noise—after the long, long 
quiet was unendurable. It was not till the night 
came, and I was alone, that suddenly it came in­
to my mind that I was not deaf any more; that 
I could hear, that I was cured ! Then, in spite 
of all the horrors of that day, I cried with’ tears 
of happiness. For I thought of you, and I said 
to myself: 4 It is not wrong of me to think of him 
any more !’ ”
The girl stooped low over her pen as she wrote 
these words, blushing for maidenly shame, trem­
bling for happiness. It was only by force that 
Walter succeeded in getting a sight of those 
tell-tale words.
And then he gave her another lesson, teach­
ing her the old, old verb, which, in every lan­
guage, we all learn so easily !
Of course a merciful French jury found exten­
uating circumstances for M. Bertin; and his 
wife was left to pursue their occult calling alone 
during the term of his imprisonment. She 
would have been well cared for by Walter in con­
sideration of her real personal affection for 
Mary; but an uneasy conscience on the score of 
the kidnapping of the girl caused Madame Ber­
tin to keep out of his way. For it was she who, 
during one of Mrs. Oakley’s absences from her 
London lodgings, had taken a letter to the girl, 
purporting to be from her aunt, saying that the 
latter had been called away into the country for 
a day or two, and recommending Mary to ac­
cept Madame Bertin’s invitation to spend the 
time with her. Then it had been easy to deceive 
the girl by a series of letters written by a confed­
erate of the Bertins from London, which Mary 
supposed to have been dictated by her aunt. 
Her answers to these letters were always taken 
by M. Bertin “to post:” it is needless to say 
that Mrs. Oakley never received them. Thus 
they were enabled to leave the country without 
exciting the suspicions of the innocent girl, who, 
being assured in one of the made-up letters that 
her aunt had no longer any objection to her 
earning her living in the way M. Bertin had pro­
posed, was by that gentleman instructed in his 
so-called science of palmistry, and became by 
her beauty a very valuable attraction to his sean­
ces. Although she had been vaguely uneasy 
and unhappy with these people, their conduct 
towards her had been so careful that she had 
never suspected their integrity until Walter 
Drake appeared upon the scene.
Walter and Mary were married almost imme­
diately, in spite of Mrs. Plunket’s protest. And 
Ernestine Halliday, having developed an incli­
nation to matrimony, became the wife of a mid­
dle-aged English gentleman, in every way wor­
thy of her, and in every way a more suitable 
match for her than Walter.
But to the end of her days she will cherish the 
belief that it was Walter she loved best.
[the end.]
LITTLE WONDERS.
Gold-beaters, by hammering, can reduce 
gold leaves to such minute thinness that 282,000 
must be laid upon each other to produce the 
thickness of an inch. Yet each leaf is so perfect 
and free from holes that one of them laid on any 
surface, as in gilding, gives the appearance of 
solid gold. They are so thin that if formed into 
book, 1,500 would only occupy the space of a 
single leaf of book paper. A single volume of 
gold-leaf book one inch in thickness would have 
as many pages as an entire library of 1,500 vol­
umes of common books, even though the vol­
umes averaged 400 pages each I
Platinum and silver can each be drawn into 
wire many times smaller than a human hair. 
The former metal has been drawn into wire so 
fine that 27 of them twisted together could have 
been inserted into the hollow of a hair ; that is, 
if a human being or a human-made machine 
could be found minute and precise enough for 
such a delicate undertaking.
A burning taper uncovered for a single in­
stant, during which it does not lose power 
amounting to the one-thousandth of a grain, 
would fill with light a sphere four miles in 
diameter so as to be visible from every part of 
the compass.
The thread of the silkworm is so small that an 
average of 42 of them are twisted together to 
form a thread of common sewing silk; that of 
the spider is many diameters smaller. Two 
drachms of spider web by weight would, if 
stretched into a straight line, reach from Lon­
don, England, to Edinburgh, Scotland, a dis^ 
tance of over 400 miles,
A grain of carmine or a half a grain of ani' 
line will tinge a hogshead of water so that a 
strong microscope will detect coloring matter in 
every drop.
The organs of smell in the turkey vulture 
and carrion crow are so delicate that they can 
scent their food for a distance of 40 miles.— 
St. Louis Republic.
FOOD OF ELEPHANTS.
One favorite food of the African elephant is 
the tender, juicy root of the mimosa tree, which 
grows in scattered groups through most of the 
meadows and lowlands of Central Africa. When 
an elephant finds a young tree of this sort, it is 
not difficult, as a rule, for him to get at the 
roots, especially if the surrounding soil is moist 
and loose, as is often the case after it has been 
soaked by the heavy rainfall of the tropics. If 
the tree is loose, the elephant, knowing his 
strength, winds his trunk firmly around the tree 
and plucks it from the earth, a feat which is no 
harder for him than the pulling up of a flower is 
for a child.
But the elephant does not stop here; expe­
rience has taught him the most comfortable way 
of enjoying his prize, so that without relaxing 
his hold he turns the tree completely over and 
stands it with its branches thrust down into the 
place where the roots were. Then the earthy 
roots, now replacing the branches, remain 
within easy reach of the strong and deft trunk.
African travelers tell us of great tracks of 
country almost covered with these inverted trees. 
Seeing the dry leaves turned upside down one 
would be more likely to think a wood had been 
reversed by mischievous fairies than to suppose 
hungry elephants had been feeding there.
Sometimes an elephant will find a tree which 
defies his greatest effort and absolutely refuses 
to be uprooted. But the elephant does not give 
it up. Not at all. He either brings another ele­
phant to help him—a thing they often do when 
the work is too much for one—or, if he cannot 
find a friend, he sets his own wits to work. He 
makes use of his tusks as levers, thrusting them 
as if they were crowbars deep under the roots 
and pries away slowly and steadily until the 
tree is loosened, and then with a great wrench 
he completely uproots it and it goes toppling 
over, leaving the clever elephant victorious.— 
Norristown Herald.
PROLIFIC FRUITS.
The most prolific of all the fruits of the earth 
is believed to be the banana. Its produce is 
enormous. One thousand square feet planted 
with thirty or forty bananas will yield as many 
clusters, with 160 to 180 fruits on each, and each 
cluster weighing from 40 to 80 pounds, so that 
1,000 square feet will produce 4,000 pounds of 
nutritious substance; whereas the same space 
would in our soil grow only 33 pounds of wheat, 
or 99 pounds of potatoes. The produce, there­
fore, of the banana is to wheat as 133 to 1, and 
to the potato as 44 to 1. It is not so nourishing 
as wheat, but an acre of bananas will support 
twenty-five times as many people as an acre of 
wheat. The sweet orange, too, is wonderfully 
productive. One tree at St. Michael’s, in the 
Azores, has been known to bear 20,000 market­
able oranges in one year, beside 4,000 or 5,000 
thrown away as unmarketable. The cocoa palm 
will annually yield as much as a ton weight of 
nuts, and the date palm will, when in full bear­
ing, produce a yearly crop of from one to four 
hundred weight.
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Sir Henry Curtis, as everybody acquainted 
with him knows, is one of the most hospitable 
men on earth. It was in the course of the enjoy­
ment of his hospitality at his place in Yorkshire 
the other day that I heard the hunting story 
which I am now about to transcribe. Many of 
those who read it will no doubt have heard 
some of the strange rumors tint are flying 
about to the effect that Sir Henry Curtis and his 
friend Captain Good,B. N., recently found a vast 
treasure of diamonds out in the heart of Af­
rica, supposed to have been hidden by the 
Egyptians, or King Solomon, or some other 
antique person. I first saw the matter alluded 
to in a paragraph in one of the society papers 
the day before 1 started for Yorkshire to pay my 
visit to Curtis, and arrived, needless to say, 
burning with curiosity; for there is something 
very fascinating to the mind in the idea of a 
hidden treasure. When I reached the Hall, I at 
once asked Curtis about it, and he did not deny 
the truth of the story ; but on my pressing him 
to tell it he would not, nor would Captain 
Good, who was also staying in the house.
“You would not believe me if I did,” Sir 
Henry said, with one of the hearty laughs which 
seem to come right out of his great lungs. “ You 
must wait till Hunter Quatermain comes ; he 
will arrive here from Africa to-night, and I 
am not going to say a word about the matter, 
or G >od either, until he turns up. Quatermain 
was with us all through ; he has known about the 
business for years and years, and if it had not 
been for him we should not have been here to­
day. I am going to meet him presently.”
I could not get a word more out of him, nor 
j5 >uld anybody else, though we were all dying of 
puriosity, especially some of the ladies. I shall 
never forget how they looked in the drawing-room 
before dinner when Captain Good produced a 
#reat rough diamond, weighing fifty carats or 
more, and told them that he had many larger 
than that. If I ever saw curiosity aud envy 
painted on fair faces, I saw them then.
It was just at this moment that the door was 
opened, and Mr. Allan Quatermain announced, 
Thereupon Good put the diamond into his 
pocket, and sprung at a little man who limped 
wjhyly into the room, conveyed by Sir Henry 
Uurtis himself.
“ Here he is, Good, safe and sound,” said Sir 
Henry, gleefully. “ Ladies and gentlemen, let me 
introduce you to one of the oldest hunters and 
the very best shot in Africa, who has killed 
more elephants and lions than any one man 
alive.”
Everybody turned and stared politely at the 
curious-looking little lame man, and though his 
size was insignificant, he was quite worth staring 
at. He had short grizzled hair, which stood 
about an inch above his bead like the bristles of 
a brush, gentle brown eyes, that seemed to 
notice everything, and a withered face, tanned 
to the color of mahogany from exposure to the 
weather. He spoke, too, when he returned 
Good’s enthusiastic greeting, with a curious 
little accent, which made his speech noticeable.
It so happened that I sat next to Mr. Allan 
Quatermain at dinner, and of course did my best 
to draw him ; but he was not to be drawn.. He 
ad uitted that he had recently been a long jour­
ney into the interior of Africa with Sir Henry 
Curtis and Captain Good, and that they bad 
found treasure, and then politely turned the 
wubject and bogan to ask me questions about 
England, where he had never been before—that 
is, since he came to years of discretion. Ot 
course I did not find this very interesting, and 
so cast about for some means to bring the con­
versation round again.
Now we were dining m an oak-paneled vesti­
bule, and on the wall opposite to me were fixed 
two gigantic elephant tusks, and under them a 
pair of bufftlo horns, very rough and knotted, 
showing that they came off an old bull, and hav­
ing the tip of one horn split and chipped. I 
noticed th t Hunter Qiutermain’s eyes kept 
glancing at these trophies, aud took an occasion 
to ask hinrif he knew anything about them.
“ I ought to,” he answered with a little laugh, 
“the elephant to which those tusks belonged 
tore one of our party right in two about eighteen
nmuths ago ; and as for the buffalo horns, they 
were nearly my death, and were the end of a 
servant of mine to whom I was much attached.
I gave them to Sir Henry when he left Natal 
some months agoand Mr. Quatermain sighed 
and turned to answer a question from the lady 
whom he had taken down to dinner, and who, 
needless to s sy, was also employed in trying to 
pump him about the diamonds.
Indeed, all round the table there was a simmer 
of scarcely suppressed excitement, which, when 
the servants left the room, could no longer be 
restrained.
“Now, Mr. Quatermain,” said the lady next 
him, “ we have been kept in an agony of sus­
pense by Sir Henry and Captain Good, who have 
persistently refused to tell us a word of this 
story about the hidden treasure till you came, 
and we simply can bear it no longer ; so please 
begin at once.”
“Yes,” said everybody, “go on, please.”
Hunter Quatermain glanced round the table 
apprehensively ; he did not seem to appreciate 
finding himself the object of so much curiosity.
“Ladies and gentlemen,’ he said at last, with 
a shake of his grizzled head, “ I am very sorry 
to disappoint you, but I cannot do it.., It is this 
way. At the request of Sir Henry and Captain 
Good I have written down a true and plain 
account of King Solomon’s Mines and how we 
found them, so you will soon all be able to learn 
all about that wonderful adventure for your­
selves ; but until then I will say nothing about 
it, not from any wish to disappoint your curiosity 
or to make myself important, but simply because 
the whole story partakes so much of the mar­
velous that I am afraid to tell it in a piecemeal, 
hasty fashion, for fear I should be set down as 
one of those common fellows of whom there are 
so many in my profession, who are not ashamed 
to narrate things they have not seen, and even 
to tell wonderful stories about wild animals 
they have never killed. And I think that my 
companions in adventure, Sir Henry Curtis and 
Captain Good, will bear me out in what I say.”
“ Yes, Quatermain, I think you are quite right,” 
said Sir Henry. “ Precisely the same consider­
ations have forced Good and myself to hold our 
tongues. We did not wish to be bracketed with 
—well, with other famous travelers.”
There was a murmur of disappointment at 
these announcements.
“ I believe you are all hoaxing us,” said the 
young lady next Mr. Quatermain, rather sharply.
“Believe me,” answered the old hunter, with 
a quaint courtesy and a little bow of his grizzled 
head, “though I have lived all my life in the 
wilderness and amongst savages, I Have neither 
the heart nor the want of manners to wish to 
deceive one so lovely.”
Whereat the young lady, who was pretty, 
looked appeased.
“ This is very dreadful,” I broke in ; “ we ask 
for bread and you give us a stone, Mr. Quater­
main. The least that you can do is to tell us 
the story of the tusks opposite and the buffalo 
horns underneath. We won’t let you off with 
less.”
“ I am but a poor story-teller,” put in tho old 
hunter, “ but if you will‘forgive my want of skill 
I shall bo happy to tell you, not the story of the 
tusks, for it is part of the history of our journey 
to King Solomo'n’s Mines, but that of the buffalo 
horns beneath them, which is now ten years 
old.”
“Bravo, Quatermain !” said Sir Henry. “We 
shall all be delighted. Eire away I Fill up 
your glass first.”
The little man did as he was bid, took a sip of 
claret, and bega*n :
“About ten years ago I was hunting up in the 
far interior of Africa, at a place called Gatgarra, 
not a great way from i^e Chobe Itiver. I had 
with me four native servants, namely a driver 
and voorlooper, or leader, who were natives of 
Matabeleland, a Hottenrc called Hans, who 
had once been the slave of a Transvaal Boer, 
aud a Zulu hunter, who for five years had ac­
companied me upon my trips, and whose name 
wasMashune. Now near Gatgarra I found a fine 
piece of healthy, p i rk-like country, where the 
grass was very good considering the time of
year; and here I made a little camp or head­
quarter settlement, from whence I went expedi­
tions on all sides in search of game, espe­
cially elephant. My luck, however, was bad ; 
I got bur little ivory. I was therefore very glad, 
when some naiives brought me news that 
a large herd of elephants were feeding in. 
a valley about thirty miles away. At first 
I thought of trekking dewn to the valley, wag­
on and all, but gave up the idea on hearing 
that it was infested with the deadly ‘ tsetse ’ fly,, 
which is certain death to all animals, except 
men, donkeys, and wild game. So I reluctantly 
determined to leave the wagon in the charge ot 
the Matabele leader and driver, and to start on 
a trip into the thorn country, accompanied 
only by the Hottentot Hans, and Masliune.
“ Accordingly on the following morning we 
started, and on the evening of the next day 
reached the spot where the elephants were re­
ported to be. But here again we were met by- 
ill-luck. That the elephants had been there- 
was evident enough, lor their spoor was plenti­
ful, and so were other traces of their pres­
ence in the shape of mimosa-trees torn out of 
the ground, and placed topsy-turvy on their 
flat crowns, in order to enable the great beast© 
to feed on their sweet roots ; but the elephants 
themselves were conspicuous by their ab­
sence. They had elected to move on. This be­
ing so, there wTas only one thing to do and that 
was to move after them, which we did, and a, 
pretty hunt they led us. For a fortnight or more 
we dodged ab< ut after those elephants, coming 
up with them on two occasions, and a splendid 
herd they were—only, however, to lose them 
again. At length we came up with them a third 
time, and I managed to shoot one bull, and then 
they started off again, where it was useless to 
try and follow them. After this I gave it up ins 
disgust, and we made the best of our waj' back 
to the camp, not in the sweet' st of tempers., 
carrying the tusks of the elephant I had shot.
“ It was on the afternoon of the fifth day of 
our tramp that we reached the little koppie- 
overlooking the spot where the wagon stood, 
and I confess that I climbed it with a pleasurable- 
sense of home-coming, for his wagon is the- 
hunter’s home, as much as his house is that of a 
civilized person. I reached the top of the koppie, 
and looked in the direction where the friendly 
white tent of the wagon should be, but there was* 
no wagon, only a black-burnt plain stretching 
away as far as the eye could reach. I rubbed 
my eyes, looked again, and made out on tho 
spot of the camp, not my wagon, but some 
charred beams of wood. Half wild with grit f and 
anxiety, followed by Hans and Masliune, I ran 
at full speed down the slope of the koppie, and 
across the space of plain below to the spring ot 
water, where my camp had been. I was soon 
there, only to find that my worst suspicions were 
confirmed.
“ The wagon and all its contents, including 
my spare guns and ammunition, had been de­
stroyed by a grass fire.
“ Now, before I started, I had left orders with 
the driver to burn off the grass round the camp., 
in order to guard against accidents of this na­
ture, and here was the reward of my folly : a. 
very proper illustration of the necessity, 
especially where natives are concerned, of doing 
a thing one’s self it one wants it done at all. 
Evidently the lazy rascals had not burned round 
the wagon ; most probably, indeed, they lia<$ 
themselves carelessly fired the tall and resinous, 
tambouki grass near by; the wind had driven 
the flames on to the wagon tent, and there was 
quickly an end of the matter. As for the driver 
and leader, I know not what became of them: 
probably fearing my anger, they bolted, taking 
the oxen with them. I have never seen them 
from that hour to this.
“ I sat down on the black veldt by the spring, 
and gazed at the charred axles and disseiboom 
of my wagon, and I can assure you, ladies and 
gentleman, I felt inclined to weep. As for 
Masliune aud Hans, they cursed away vigorously, 
one in Zulu and the other in Dutcb.
“ Ours was a pretty position. We were nearly 
three hundred miles away from Bamangwato, 
the capitol of Khama’s country, which was the 
nearest spot where we could get any help, aud 
our ammunition, spare guns, clothing, food, and 
everything else, were all totally destroyed. I 
had just what I stood in, which was a flannel 
shirt, a pair of ‘ veldt-schoons,’ or shoes of raw 
hide, my eiglit-bore rifle, and a few cartridges. 
Hans and Masliune had also each a Martini rifle 
and some cartridges, not many. And it waa 
with this equipment that we had to undertake a 
journey of three hundered miles through a deso 
late and almost uninhabited region. I can assure 
you that I have rarely been in a worse position,
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and I have been in some queer ones. However, 
these things are the natural incidents of a hunt­
er’s life, and the only thing to do was to make 
the best of them.
“ Accordingly, after passing a comfortless 
slight by the remains of my wagon, we started 
next morning on our long journey toward civili­
sation. Now, if I were to set to work to tell you 
all the troubles and incidents of that dreadful 
journey I should keep you listening here till 
midnight; so I will, with your permission, pass 
on to the particular adventure of which the pair 
of buffalo horns opposite are the melancholy 
memento.
“ We had been traveling for about a month, 
living and getting along as best we could, when 
one evening we camped some forty miles from 
Bamangwato. By this time we were indeed in 
a melancholy plight, foot-sore, half starved, and 
utterly worn out; and, in addition, I was suffer­
ing from a sharp attack of fever, which half 
blinded me and made me as weak as a babe. 
Our ammunition, too, was exhausted ; I had 
only one cartridge left for my eight-bore rifle, and 
Hans and Mashune, who were armed with 
Martini-Henrys, had three between them. It 
was about an hour from sundown when we 
{halted and lighted a fire—for luckily we had 
-still a few matches. It was a charming spot to 
lamp, I remember. Just off ilie game track we 
were following was a little hollow, fringed about 
with flat-c.rowi»d mimosa-trees, and at the bot­
tom of the hollow, a spring of clear water welled 
up out of the earth, and formed a pool, around 
the edges of which grew an abundance of water- 
cresses of an exactly similar kind to those which 
were handed round the table just now. Now, 
we had no food of any kind left, having that 
morning devoured the last remains of a little 
oribe antelope, which I had shot two days 
(previously. Accordingly Hans, who was a 
"better shot than Mashune, took two of the three 
tremaining Martini cartridges, and started out
to see if he could not kill a buck for supper. I 
was too weak to go myself.
“ Meanwhile Mashune employed himself in 
dragging together some dead boughs from the 
mimosa-trees to make a sort of ‘ skerm,’ or 
shelter for us to sleep in, about forty yards from 
the edge of the pool of water. We had been 
greatly troubled with lions in the course of our 
long tramp, and only on the previous night had 
very nearly been attacked by them, which made 
me nervous, especially in my weak state. Just 
as we had finished the skerm, or rather some­
thing which did duty for one, Mashune and I 
heard a shot apparently fired about a mile 
away.
“ 4 Hark to it!” sung out Mashune in Zulu, 
more, I fancy, by way of keeping his spirits up 
than for any other reason—for he was a sort of 
black Mark Tapley, and very cheerful under 
difficulties. ‘Maboona’ (the Boors) ‘shook 
our fathers to the ground at the battle of 
the Blood River. We are hungry now, my 
father; our stomachs are withered up like a 
dried ox’s paunch, but they will soon be full of 
good meat. Hans is a hottentot and an “umfa- 
gozam,”—ah 1 he certainly shoots straight. Be 
of good heart, my father, there willsoon be 
meat upon the fire and we shall soon rise up 
men.’
“ And so he went on talking nonsense till I 
told him to stop, because he made my head 
ache with his empty words.
“Shortly after we heard the shot the sun 
sunk in red splendor, and there fell upon earth 
and sky the great hush of the African wilderness. 
The lions were not up as yet; they would prob­
ably wait for the moon, and the birds and beasts 
were all at rest. I cannot describe the intensity 
of the quiet of the night; to me in my weak 
state, and fretting as I was over the non-return of 
the Hottentot Hans, it seemed almost ominous— 
as though Nature were brooding over some 
tragedy which was being enacted in her sight.
1“ It was quiet—quiet as death, and lonely as the grave.
“‘Mashune,’ I said at last, where is Hans? 
My heart is heavy for him.’
“ ‘ Nay, my father, I know not; mayhap he is 
weary, and sleeps, or mayhap he has lost his 
way.’
“ ‘ Mashune, art thou a boy to talk folly to 
me ?’ I answered. ‘ Tell me, in all the years 
thou hast hunted by my side, didst thou 
ever know a Hottentot to loose his path or to 
sleep upon the way to camp ?’
“ ‘ Nay, Macumazahn ’—that, ladies, is my 
native name, and means the man who ‘ gets up 
by night,’ or who ‘ is always awake ’—‘ I know 
not where he is.’
“ But though we talked thus, we neither of us 
liked to hint at what was in both our minds, 
namely, that misfortune had overtaken the 
poor Hottentot.
“ ‘Mashune,’ I said at last, ‘go down to the 
water, and bring me those green herbs that 
grow there. 1 am hungered, and must eat 
something.’
•“Nay, my father; surely the ghosts are 
there ; they come out of the water at night, and 
sit upon the banks to dry themselves. An Isa- 
nusi* told it me.’
“ Mashune was, I think, one of the bravest 
men I ever knew in the day-time, but he had 
a more than civilized dread of the supernatu­
ral.
“‘Must I go myself, thou fool?’ I said, 
sternly.
“ ‘ Nay, Macumazahn, if thy heart yearns for 
strange things like a sick woman, I go, even if 
the ghosts devour me.’
“ And accordingly he went and soon returned 
with a large bundle of water-cresses, of which I 
ate greedily.
“‘Art thou not hungry,’ I asked the great 
Zulu presently, as he sat eying m<* eating.
* Jsanusi, witch-finder.
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“ ‘ Never was I hungrier, my father.’
“‘Then eat,’ and I pointed to the water- 
cresses.
“ ‘ Nay, Macumazahn, I cannot eat those 
herbs.’
“ ‘If thou dost not eat, thou wilt starve ; eat, 
Mashune?
“He stared at the water-cresses doubtfully 
for a while, and at last seized a handful and 
crammed them into his mouth, crying out as he 
did so, ‘ Oh, why was I born that I should live 
to feed on greenweeds like an ox? Surely if 
my mother could have known it she would have 
killed me when I was born ! ’ and so he went on 
lamenting between each fistful of water-cresses 
till all were finished, when he declared that he 
was full indeed of stuff, but it lay very cold on 
his stomach, ‘ like snow upon a mountain? At 
any other time I should have laughed, for it 
must be admitted he had a ludicrous way of 
putting things. Zulus do not like green food.
“Just after Mashune had finished his water- 
cresses we heard the loud ‘woof’ woof!’of a 
lion, who was evidently promenading much 
nearer to our little skerm than was pleasant. 
Indeed, on looking into the darkness and listen­
ing intently, I could hear his snoring breath and 
catch the "light of his great yellow eyes. We 
shouted loudly, and Mashune threw some sticks 
on the fire to frighten him, which apparently had 
the desired effect, for we saw no more of him 
for awhile.
“Just after we had had this fright from the 
lion the moon rose in her fullest splendor, 
throwing a robe of silver light over all the earth.
I have rarely seen a more beautiful moonrise.
I remember that sitting in the skerm I could 
with ease read faint pencil notes in my pocket­
book. As soon as the moon was up game began 
to trek down to the water just below us. I 
could from where I sat see all sorts of them 
passing along a little ridge that ran to our right 
on their way to the drinking place. Indeed, ono 
buck—a large eUnd—came within twenty yards 
of the skerm and stood at gaze, staring at it 
suspiciously, his beautiful head and twisted 
horns standing out clearly against the sky. I 
had, I recollect, every mind to have a pull at 
him on the chance of providing ourselves with 
a good supply of beef; but remembering that 
we had but two cartridges left, and the extreme 
uncertainty of a shot by moonlight, I at length 
decided to refrain. The eland presently moved 
on to the water, and a minute or two after there 
arose a great sound of splashing, followed by 
the quick fall of galloping hoofs.
“ ‘What’s that, Mashune?’ I asked.
“ ‘ That dam lion ; buck smell him,’ replied 
the Zulu in English, of which he had a very 
superficial knowledge.
“ Scarcely were the words out of his mouth 
before we heard a sort of whine over the other 
side of the pool, which was quickly answered by 
a loud coughing roar close to us.
“ ‘ By Jove !’ I said, ‘there are 'two of them. 
They have Inst the buck ; we must look out they 
don’t catch us? And again we made up the 
fire, and shouted, with the result that the lions 
moved off.
“‘Mashune,’ I said,‘do you watch till the 
moon gets over that tre*e, when it will be the 
middle of the night. Then wake me. Watch 
well now, or the lions will be picking those 
worthless bones of yours before you are three 
hours older. I must rest a little, or I shall 
die?
“ ‘ Koos !’ (chief), answered the Zulu. ‘ Sleep, 
my father, sleep in peace; my eyes shall be 
open as the stars; and like the stars sh 11 
watch over you?
“ Although I was so weak, I could not at 
once follow his advice. To begin with, my 
head ached with fever, and I was torn with 
anxiety as to the fate of the Hottentot Hans ; 
aud. indeed, as to our own fate, left with 
sore feet, empty stomachs and two cartridges, to 
find our way to Bamangwato, forty miles off. 
Then the mere sensation of knowing that there 
are one or more hungry lions prowling round 
you somewhere in the dark is disquieting, how­
ever well one may be used to it, and by keep­
ing the attention on the stretch, tends to pre­
vent one from sleeping. In addition to all 
these troubles, too, I was, I remember, seized 
with a dreadful longing for a pipeful of tobacco, 
whereas, under the circumstances, I might as 
well have longed for the moon.
“At last, however, I fell into an uneasy 
sleep as full of bad dreams as a prickly pear is 
of points, one of which, I recollect, was that I 
was setting my naked foot upon a cobra which 
rose up and hissed my name, ‘ Macumazahn? 
into my ear. Indeed, the cobra hissed with 
such persistency tiat at last I roused myself.
“ ‘ Macumazahn, nanzia, nanzia !’ (there, 
there!) whispered Mashune’s voice into my 
' drowsy ears. Raising myself, I opeued my 
eyes, and I saw Mashune kneeling by my side 
aud pointing toward the water. Following the 
line of his outstretched hand, my eyes fell upon 
a sight that made me jump, old hunter as I was 
even in those days. About twenty paces from 
the little skerm was a large ant-heap, and on tbp 
summit, of the ant-heap, her four feet rather 
close together, so as to find standing space, 
stood the massive form of a big lioness. Her 
head was toward the skerm, and in the bright 
moonlight I saw her lower it and lick her
paws.
“ Mashune thrust the Martini rifle into my 
hands, whispering that it was loaded. I lifted 
it and covered the lioness, but found that even 
in that light I could not make out the foresight 
of the Martini. As it would be madness to fire 
without doing so, f »r the result would probably 
be that I should wound tho lioness, if, indeed, 
I did not miss her altogether, I lowered my 
nfle ; and, hastily tearing a fragment of paper 
from one of the leaves of my pocket-book, which 
I had been consulting just before I went to 
sleep, I pro eeded to fix it on the front of the 
sight. But all this took a little time, and before 
the paper was satisfactorily arranged, Mashune 
again gripped me by the arm, and pointed to a 
dark heap under the shade of a mimosa-tree, 
which grew not more than ten paces from the 
skerm.
“ ‘ Well, what is it?’ I whispered, ‘ I can see 
nothing?
“ ‘ It is another lion,’ he answered.
“ ‘ Nonsense ! thy heart is dead with fear; 
thou seest double ;’ and I bent forwerd over the 
surrounding fence and stared at the heap.
“ Even as I spoke the words, the dark mass 
rose and stalked ouViuto the moonlight. It 
was a magnificent black-maned lion, one of the 
largest I had ever seen. When he had gone 
two or three steps he caught sight of me, halted, 
and stood there gazing straight toward us—he 
was so close that I could see the firelight re­
flected in his wicked, greenish eyes.
“ ‘ Shoot, shoot!’ said Mashune. ‘ The devil is 
coming—he is going to spring !’
“ I raised the rifle, and got the bit of paper on 
the foresight straight on to a little patch of 
white hair just where the throat is set into the 
chest and shoulders. As I did so, the lion 
glanced back over his shoulder, as, according 
to my experience, a lion nearly always does be­
fore he springs. Then he dropped his body a 
little, and I saw his big paws spread out upon 
tlie ground, as he put his weight on them to 
gather purchase. In haste I pressed the trigger 
ot the Martini, and not an instant too soon ; for, 
as I did so, he was in the act of springing. The 
report of the rifle rang out sharp and clear on 
the intense silence of the night, and in another 
second the gi eat brute had landed on his head 
within four feet of ps, and rolling over and over 
toward us, was sending the bushes which com­
posed our little fence flying with convulsive 
strokes of his great paws. We sprang out of the 
other side of the skerm, and he rolled on to it 
and into it and then right through the fire. Next 
be raised himself and sat upon his haunches 
like a great dog, and began to roar. Heavens I 
how he roared ! I never heard anything like it 
before or since. He kept filling his lungs with 
air, and then emitting the most heart-shaking 
volumes of sound. Suddenly, in the middle of 
one ot the loudest roars, he rolled over ou to his 
side and lay still, and I knew that he was dead. 
A lion generally dies upon his side.
“ With a sigh ot relief I looked up toward his 
mate upon the ant-heap. She was standing 
there apparently petrified with astonishment, 
looking over her shoulder and lashing her tail; 
but to our intense joy, when the dying beast 
ceased roaring, she turned, and, with one enor­
mous bound, vanished into the night.
“Then we advanced cautiously toward the 
prostrate brute, Mashune droning an improvised 
Zulu song as he went, about how Macumazahn, 
the hunter of hunters, whose eyes afe open by 
night as well as by day, put his hand down the 
lion’s stomach when it came to devour him and 
pulled out, his heart by the roots, etc., etc., by 
way of expressing his satisfaction, in his hyper­
bolical Zulu way, at th«* turn events had taken.
“ There was no need for caution ; the lion was 
as dead as though he had already been stuffed 
with straw. The Martini bullet bad entered 
within an inch of the white spot I had aimed at, 
and traveled right through him, passing out at 
the right buttock, near the root of the tail. The 
Martini has wonderful driving power, though 
the scliock it gives to the system is, compara- 
paratively speaking, slight, owing to the small­
ness of the hole it makes. But fortunately the 
lion is an easy beast to kill.
“ I passed the rest of that night in a profound 
slumber, my head reposing upon the deceased 
lion’s flank, a position that had, I thought, a 
beautiful touch of irony about it, though the- 
smell of bis singed hair was disagreeable. 
When I woke again the faint primrose lights of 
dawn were flushing in the eastern sky. For a 
moment I could£ not understand the chill sense 
of anxiety that lay like a lump of ice at my heart, 
till the feel and smell of ttie skin of the dead 
lion beneath my head recalled the circumstance© 
in which we were placed. I rose, and eagerly 
looked »round to see if I could discover any 
signs of Hans, who, if he had escaped accident, 
would surely return to us at dawn, but there 
were none. Then hope grew faint, and I felt 
that it was not well with the poor fellow. 
Setting Mashune to build up the fire, I hastily 
removed the bide from the flank of the lion,, 
which was indeed a splendid beast, and cutting 
off some lumps of flesh, we toasted and ate them 
greedily. Lion’s flesh, strange as it may seem, 
is very good eating, and tastes more like veal 
tlian anything else.
“By the time that we had finished our much- 
needed meal the sun was getting up, and after a 
drink of water aud a wash at the pool, we started 
to try and find Hans, leaving the dead lion to 
the tender mercies of the hyenas. Both Mashune 
and myself were, by constant practice, pretty 
good hands at tracking, and we had not much 
difficulty in following the hottentot’s spoor,, 
faint as it was. We had gone on in this way for 
balf an hour or so, and were perhaps a mile or 
more from the site of our camping-place, when 
we discovered the spoor of a solitary bull buffalo 
mixed up with the spoor of Hans and were able,, 
from various indications, to make out that he- 
had been tracking the buffalo. At length we 
reached a little glade in which there grew a 
stunted old mimosa thorn, with a peculiar and 
overhanging formation of root, under which a 
porcupine or an ant-bear, or some such animal, 
had hollowed out a a wide-lipped hole. About 
ten or fifteen paces from this thorn-tree there 
was a thick patch of brush.
“ ‘ See, Macumazahn ! see !’ said Mashune,. 
excitedly, as we drew near the thorn; ‘ the- 
buffalo lias charged him. Look, here he stood 
to fire at him; see how firmly he planted his. 
feet upon the earth; there is tlie mark of hi© 
crooked toe—Hans had one bent toe. Look F 
here the bull came like a bowlder down the hill, 
his hoofs turning up the earth like a hoe. Hans 
had hit him; he bled as he came, there are the 
blood spots. It is all written down there, my 
father—there upon the earth?
“ ‘ Yes,’ I said ‘ yes ; but where is Hans ?'
“ Even as I said it Mashune clutched my arm, 
and pointed to the stunted thorn just by us. 
Even now, gentlemen, it makes me feel sick 
when I think of what I saw.
“ For fixed in a stout fork of the tree some 
eight feet from the ground was Hans himself^ 
or rather his dead body, evidently tossed there 
by the furious bull. One leg was twisted round . 
the fork, probably in a dying convulsion. In 
tlie side just beneath the ribs there was a great 
hole, from which the entrails protruded. But 
this was not all. The other leg hung down to 
within five feet of the ground. The skin and 
most of the flesh were gone from it. For a mo­
ment we stood aghast and gazed at this horrify­
ing sight. Then I understood what had hap­
pened. The buffalo, with that devilish cruelty 
which dietinguishea the animal, had after his- 
enemy was dead stood underneath his body and 
licked the flesh off the pendant leg with his file­
like tongue. I had heard of such a thing before, 
but had treated the stories as hunters’ yarns j 
but I had no doubt about it now. Poor Hans” 
skeleton foot and ankle were an ample proof.
“We stood aghast under the tree, and stared 
and stared at this awful sight, when suddenly 
our cogitations were interrupted in a painful 
manner. The thick bush about fifteen paces off' 
burst with a crashing sound, and uttering a. 
series of ferocious pig-like grunts the bull buffalo 
himself came charging out straight at us. Even 
as he came I saw the blood mark on bis side- 
where poor Hans’ bullet had struck him, ami 
also, as is often the case with particularly sav­
age buff does, that his flanks had recently been 
terribly torn in an encounter with a lion.
“Ou" he came, his head well up—a buffalo 
does not generally lower his head till he does 
so to strike—those great black horns—as I 
look at them before me, gentlemen, I seem to 
see them come charging at me as I did ten 
years ago, silhouetted against the green bush 
behind; on, on.
“ With a shout Mashune bolted off side way©
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toward the bush. I had instinctively lifted my 
eight-bore, which I had in my hand. It would 
have been useless to fire at the buffalo’s head, 
for lhe dense horns must have turned the bullet; 
but as Masiiune bolted the bull slewed a little, 
with the momentary idea of following him, and 
as this gave me a ghost of a chance I let drive 
my only cartridge at his shoulder. The bullet 
struck the shoulder-blade and smashed it up 
and then traveled on under the skin into his 
flank; but it did not stop him, though for a 
second he staggered.
“Throwing myself on to the ground with tlie 
energy of despair, I rolled under the shelter of 
the projecting root of the thorn, crushing myself 
as far into the mouth of the ant-bear hole as I 
could. In a single instant the buffalo was after 
me. Kneeling down on his uninjured knee—for 
one leg, that of which I had broken the shoul­
der, was swinging hopelessly to and fro—he set 
to work to try to hook me out of the hole with 
his crooked horn. At first he struck at me 
furiously, and it was one of the blows against 
the base of the tree which splintered the tip of 
the horn in the way that you see. Then he grew 
more cunning, and pushing his head as far 
under the root as possible, made long semi­
circular sweeps at me, grunting furiously, and 
blowing saliva and hot steamy breath all over 
me.
“ I was just out of reach of the horn, though 
every stroke, by widening the hole and making 
more room for his head, brought it closer to me, 
but every now and again I received heavy blows 
in the ribs from his muzzle. Feeling that I was 
being knocked silly, r made an effort and seizing 
his rough tongue, which was hanging from his 
jaws, I twisted it with all my force. The great 
brute bellowed with pain and fury, and jerked 
himself backward so strongly that he dragged 
me some inches further from the mouth ot the 
hole, aud again made a sweep at me, catching 
me this time round the shoulder joint in the 
hook of his horn.
“ I felt that it was all up now, and began to 
holloo.
“ ‘ He h is got me!’ I shouted in mortal ter­
ror. ‘ Guoasa, Mashune, gwasal (‘ Stab, Mashune, 
stab!’)
“ One hoist of tho great head, and out of the 
hole I came like a periwinkle out of his shell. 
But even as I did so I caught sight of Mashune’s 
stalwart form advancing with his ‘ bangwan,’ or 
broad stabbing assegai, raised above his head. 
In another quarter of a second I had fallen from 
the horn, a*id heard tlie blow of the spear, 
followed by the indescribable sound of steel 
shearing its way through flesh. I had fallen on 
my back, and looking up I saw that the gallant 
Mashune had driven the assegai a foot or more 
into the carcass of tho buffalo and was turning 
to fly.
“ Alas ! it was too late. Bellowing madly, and 
spouting blood from mouth and nostrils, the 
devilish brute was on him, and had thrown him 
up like a feather and then gored him twice as 
he lay. 1 struggled up with some wild idea of 
affording help, but before I had gone a step the 
buffalo gave one long sighing bellow and rolled 
oyer dead by the side of his victim.
“ Mashune was still living, but a single glance 
at him told me that his hour had come. The 
buffalo’s horn had driven a great hole in his 
right lung and inflicted other injuries.
“ I knelt down beside him in the uttermost 
distress and took his hand.
“‘Is he dead, Macumazahn?’ he whispered.
‘ My eyes are blind ; I cannot see.’
“ ‘Yes, he is dead.’
“ ‘ Did the black devil hurt thee, Macuma­
zahn ?’
“ ‘No, my poor fellow, I am not much hurt,’ I 
answered.
“ ‘ Ow ! I am glad.’
“Then came a long silence, broken only by 
the sound of the air -whistling through the hole 
in his lung as he breathed.
“‘Macumazahn, art thou there? I cannot 
feel thee.’
“ ‘I am here, Mashune.’
“ ‘I die, Macumazahn—the world flies round 
and round. I go—I go out into the dark ! Surely, 
my father, at times in days to come—thou wilt 
think of Mashune who stood by thy side—when 
thou killest elephants, as we used — as we 
used—’
“They were his last words, his brave spirit 
passed with them. I dragged his body to the 
hole under the tree, and pushed it in, placing 
his broad assegai by him, according to the cus­
tom of his people, that he might not go defense­
less on his long journey; and then, ladies—I am 
not ashamed to confess—I stood alone there 
before it and wept like a woman.”
OUR QUEEN.
I know a small queen reigning, her throne is grand­
ma’s knee,
The homage of her subjects is wonderful to see;
The small queen rules by motions, not three words 
can she say;
Signs from the royal fingers, and subjects go or 
stay.
The crowns and gems of other queens cannot with 
hers compare,
Her diamonds are dimples; her crown, her golden 
hair.
No monarch seeks more eagerly treasures from 
other lauds
Than our queen seeks things new and old, with 
eager, outstretched hands.
The loyal fingers pointing, all things are brought to 
her,
Not even gouty grandpa is oft heard to demur.
I said they gave her all things; but one sweet night 
in June
Her councillors decided that she could not lift the 
moon.
There was trouble in the kingdom, the throne on 
grandma’s knee
Was shaken with a violence you do not often 
see.
The storm was quelled by grandpa, who the curtain 
softly drew,—
He even deigned to whistle tunes which he in boy­
hood knew;
His time-worn watch and spectacles were placed 
in fingers small,
While patient, wrinkled hands were held to catch 
them if they fall.
If our young queen should go abroad, I wonder if 
’twould bring
The homage that New England gave her guest, the 
Island king?
Death loves a shining mark, they say, and if her 
golden head
Should in the darkness and the gloom lie with the 
silent dead.
Her subjects would be desolate, for there could 
never be
Another that could fill her place,—her throne on 
grandma’s knee.
—YoutWs Companion.
AMUSING EXPERIMENTS.
Burning Glasses of Ice.—A lens can be made 
of pure ice, free from salts and air-bubbles, by 
which the collection of sunrays will kindle gun­
powder.
Storm Glasses.—Vases of glass inverted on a 
shelf, table, or other support easily vibrated, on 
the ground floor, will almost always herald the 
advent of atmospherical disturbance by their 
agitation and singing.
A Box Full of Intangible Jewels.—Fill a tube 
in one end of a box with glass prisms, and, on 
letting the sunlight enter, the other side of the 
box, painted white, will seem covered with 
precious stones.
Optical Delusion.—Very few persons are aware 
of the height of the crown of a hat. Ask a person 
to point out on a wall, with a cane, about w’hat 
he supposes to be the height of an ordinary hat, 
and he will place the cane usually at about a 
foot from the ground. You then place a hat 
under it, and, to his surprise, he finds that the 
space indicated is more than double the height 
of the hat.
Beautiful Ornament for a Boom.—Dis^o\Ne in 
seven different tumblers, containing warm water, 
half ounces of sulphates of iron, copper, zinc, 
soda, alumine, magnesia, and potassa. Pour 
them all, when completely dissolved, into a large 
evaporating dish of Wedgewood’s ware, and stir 
the whole with a glass rod ; place the dish in a
warm place, where it cannot be affected by dust, 
or where it may not be agitated. When due 
evaporation has taken place, the whole will begin 
to shoot out into crystals. These will be inter­
spersed in small groups and single crystals 
amongst each other. Their color and peculiar 
form of crystallization will distinguish each 
crystal separately, and the whole together, re­
maining in the respective places where they 
were deposited, will display a very curious and 
pleasing appearance. Preserve it carefully from 
dust.
HE WANTED VENGEANCE.
I had been riding in the same seat with a very 
plain sort of a man for the last twenty miles, 
when a couple boarded our car at a junction, 
and he suddenly uttered a cuss word as long 
as my arm. I saw that he was excited by 
their advent, and naturally inquired if he knew 
them.
“ Know ’ em ? Why, that woman is my wife !” 
he hissed.
“ And w’ho’s the man ?”
“ It’s a feller she’s eloping with.”
“They haven’t seen you yet, and they are 
nicely caught. How long ago is it since she 
left you ?”
“Three days. I’ll have a terrible revenge.”
“ Are you armed?”
“ No, I’m too dangerous when I’m armed, and 
I left my revolver home.”
“Then you’ll swoop down on the man and 
break him in two ?”
“ I orter, I suppose, but when I begin to swoop 
I don’t know where to stop. I might damage a 
dozen others. My revenge must be swift and 
terrible, however.”
“ How do you propose to do ?”
“ I dunno. How would you ?”
“ I should go for the man without delay.”
“Yes that’s the proper wav, I suppose, but if 
I get wild wTho’s to hold me?* I once started in 
to lick a man, broke loose, and finally cleaned 
out a whole town meeting. I must take blood 
vengeance, however.”
“Perhaps if you would show yourself the man 
would slink off, and the wife return to your 
bosom,” 1 suggested.
“ I dunno. If he would it would be all right, 
but suppose he tried to bluff me? That would 
make a fiend of me in a moment, and I should 
probably kill everybody tiu this car. I must 
have blood, however.”
“ Perhaps yon could buy him off,” I said, 
meaning it for a stab.
“ Yes, I might, but I guess he’d want more’n 
I’ve erot.”
“Well, do you propose to sit here and let 
another man walk off with your wife ?”
“No! By the canopy of heaven, no! I 
demand his heart’s blood ! Let me think. He’s 
purty solid, isn’t he? ’
“ Would probably fight ?”
“ I think so.”
Don’t look as if he would let go for $12?”
“No.”
“ Well, I must plan for a deep and lasting 
vengeance. Let me collect my thoughts.”
At that moment the woman turned and saw 
him, and she at once arose and came back to the 
seat. He looked at her with open mouth, and 
she pointed her finger at him and said :
“Thomas Jefferson Bailey, you open your 
vawp on this kyar and I’ll make you wish you’d 
never been bcrn ! At the next stop you git off, 
or my feller will make your heels Break your 
neck ! I’ve gone and left you, and that’s all 
there is to it, and ’tain’t no use to bother us. 
Mind, now, or you’ll hear from me !”
And she went back to her s< at, and Thomas 
Jefferson rode some miles without another word, 
and when a stop was reached he dropped off as 
nimbly as you please. He stood beside the 
open window until the train moved and then 
whispered to me :
“ I got off to collect my thoughts. Look out 
for me when I turn loose for vengeance !”—Detroit 
Free Press.
Very many people who are taking in summer 
boarders are people who have seen betters days 
and lived better. So have their boarders.
Jay Gould wears no jewelry excepting a small 
gold shirt stud. We know several editors who 
are as unostentatious as Jay in this respect.
He who owns a fine gold collar button, with a 
diamond set in the centre, always considers it 
cooler and more comfortable to go without a 
necktie.
16 THE ENGINEER
The Engineer.
BY CLARA AUGUSTA.
It was a day in the latter part of November. 
Early the previous night, the snow had com­
menced falling ; and the morning sky was piled 
with dense, vapory clouds of a dun, hueless 
gray. Big drops of rain fell sulkily from the dis­
mal drapery overhead ; and the snow, which had 
found the earth in & winding sheet of spotless 
white, was rapidly becoming transmuted into an 
amber-colored mass of muddy water.
Anon, the rain came faster aud more angrily. 
The upland streams were swollen—the little 
rills became mud rivers, and overflowing the 
banks inundated the lowlands, and covered with 
a murky pool the broad slope of the intervales.
In the mountain regions of New Hampshire, 
the scene baffled description ; those only who 
have lived in the shadow of these everlasting 
hills can imagine it. He who has looked upon 
the ruins of the ill-fated “ Willey H<»use,” and 
drawn in his mind a vivid picture of that awful 
night when the “ mountains moved from their 
places,” can form a faint idea of it.
Still the rain fell; the giant trees were torn 
from their frail hold upon the precipices, and 
drawn by tlie resistless water into the channels 
of the rivers. H >rses, cattle, human habitations 
even, were swept away to swell the mighty ava­
lanche. The roar of the accumulated waters 
was like distant thunder ; and the wild, hollow 
voice of the wind made the day still more ter­
rible 1
At the Northern terminus of one of our great 
railway thoroughfares, the flood was absolutely 
frightful! Bridges were torn up aud borne away; 
barns and hayricks became miniature arks—and 
the solid ground was gullied and washed to an 
extent unknown in that region.
Within a pleasant cottage in the little hamlet
of A------ , around a cheerful fire, were gathered
a beautiful group—beautiful in their loving faces 
and attitudes of perfect affection. But th< ir 
happy countenances were shadowed now, as by 
some unwelcome foreboding ; and the dark eyes 
of the wife and mother sought the troubled face 
of her husband with a glance of mingled en­
treaty and indecision.
Three children, of the respective ages of eight, 
six, and two years, stit between their parents ; 
noble, intelligent boys they w£re ; and the rosy, 
baby face of little Cnarlie mirrored forth the sad­
ness of his edderjs. For the space of a few min­
utes there was silence, then the lady spoke:
‘ Must you go to-night, William?”
The young man arose, and coming round to 
the side of his wife, dre»v her head down on his 
shoulder, and kissing the fair, upturned brow 
very tenderly, he replied:
“ Yes, dear Lina ; I must go, or lose my place, 
which is a very profitable one, you know. But 
somehow, Lina, you don’t know how I have 
dreaded this evening’s work—hush ! hush ! dar­
ling !” he added, as the poor wife’s tears burst 
out afresh, “ it’s only an idle superstition of 
mine ! There is no actual danger ! The road is 
firmly graded, and all was well when we ran 
over the rails at eleven o’clock. We shall do 
bravely, I dare say !”
“ William!” and the white arms tightened 
their clasp about his neck, “ don’t, don’t go ! 
Better lose everything than your life ! When 
you get back to Cliveviile, go to the agent and 
tell him you cannot run the engine back to-night; 
it is not the downward trip that I fear, it will not 
be night then, but the return! Oh, Willie, 
through all the horrid darkness which will be 
sure to settle down as soon as sunset ! Don’t t 
go
The young man was strongly agitated during 
his wife’s appeal, but when she ceased, he drew 
himself up, and made a powerful effort to be 
calm.
“ Cheer up, cheer up, dear wife ; it’s only a 
little while, and then I shall be back at home 
again I” He took out his watch and glancing at 
the dial continued, “ It is four o’clock now, and 
at nine we shall be back—only a few hours, 
Lina ; so cheer up, and have a good fire, and a 
cup of hot tea ready against my return, for I shall 
be cold and wet I”
He arose, put on his overcoat, cast one in­
tense, yearning look at his children, and went 
out, followed closely by his wife. In the entry, 
he held out his arms to her, and for a moment 
he kept her close to his breast—then unloosing 
her, and leaving a passionate kiss upon her fore­
head, he tore himself away. Far off, on the hill 
above the village, he waved his hand in fare­
well, and was lost to view.
“ God in heaven protect him !” burst from the 
lips of Lina, as she closed the door against the 
rushing blasts, and returned to the warm hearth­
stone and her precious children.
William Mayfield was the head engineer on 
the M------- railway, and his liberal salary en­
abled him to support comfortably his little fam­
ily. He could not account, on this particular 
day, for the repugnance he felt to running his 
train back to the city—the sensation which per­
vaded him was both new and strange. He knew 
well that the track, which was laid through a 
region of hills and rivers, was in many places 
overflown, and that the incessant beating of the 
water was dangerous to the foundation of the 
road. He had spoken to the sub-agent of the 
doubtful propriety of going over the rails with­
out previous examination, but that gentleman 
had laughed at his misgiving, and ordered him 
to start the train at the usual hour. In obedience 
to this command, the cars were set in motion at 
precisely half-past four. The rain still fell heav­
ily, and as the locomotive sped on, the engineer 
saw with direful foreboding the swelling and 
boiling of the water about the narrow stone 
bridges, and against the dizzy embankments on 
which the track was laid. At length the terminus 
was reached in safety. It was then six o’clock. 
Deep darkness had set in, and the rain drizzled 
mournfully from the leaden sky.
Mr. Mayfield immediately sought the head 
agent, and reported to him the state of the 
line. The man of wealth and power, seated in 
his velvet-cushioned easy-chair before a glow­
ing grate, laughed at the engineer’s representa­
tions.
“ Nonsense, Mayfield ! What has happened to 
you ? The train must run over the road to-night, 
whether or no! You either keep your station 
this evening, or renounce it forever! As you 
please I” and the gentleman returned to his 
paper.
There was a struggle in Mayfield’s breast. His 
situation was a lucrative one; his wife had been 
raised in luxury ; turned out of business on one 
road would effectually prevent bis being em­
ployed on another. He rose slowly to his feet.
“ I will go,” he said, “ and on you rests the 
responsibility I”
The Eastern (rain, which connects at Clive­
viile with the trains over the M------- road, was
detained by the bad weather a considerable time, 
and it was near eight o’clock when Mayfield’s 
train started. The niglif was black as Erebus. 
No liftman eye could discern the line of the hori­
zon—the sky was inky as the .earth ! The rain 
had, in a measure, abated, but a thick fog en­
veloped everything. The great polished “re­
flector,” on the front of the engine, cast a nght 
but a, few inches—all beyond was black chaos !
Slowly, and with great care, Mayfield drove 
on. “ Five Roads” Station was passed ; the lights 
of Dorset aud Litchfield flew by like the torches 
of spirits, and the train plunged into a dense 
forest known as Whitehall. At the farther out­
skirts of this forest ran a deep and narrow river 
intersecting the railway, and passing beneath it 
through an arched stone culvert. Mayfield re­
duced steam, and the trusty fireman and his as­
sistant wound up the brakes. “ Little Falls” 
Crossing was reached, Mayfield blew the whistle; 
in a few moments they would be upon the bridge. 
With straining eyes, Mayfield sought to pierce 
the gloom ; the dim light of the great lamp flick­
ered for a second over the boiling waters—a 
rumbling as if the solid earth was rent in twain 
—a crash—a plunge—and that freight of human 
souls hung suspended between time and eter­
nity I
The bridge had been swept away, and the ill- 
starred locomotive had plunged headlong into 
the yawning abyss ! Oh, the horror of those brief 
moments between the plunge, and the return of 
realization to the terror-frozen passengers ! The 
lights were extinguished in the fall, and the oc­
cupants of the cars, although uninjured, were in 
a state bordering on distraction. The conductor, 
who was an intrepid young fellow, seized the 
fragments of a broken settee and burst open a 
window. No sooner had this been effected than 
he sprang through the opening, and luckily 
struck the ground with his feet. The lower 
brakeman joined him with a lantern, which for­
tunately had been kept burning, and the word 
which burst simultaneously lrom each was :
“Mayfield?”
“ I have called him, and received no answer!” 
said the brakeman, while the cold pallor deep­
ened on his stern, grieved face. Mayfield was 
his cousin.
Snatching the lantern from the palsied hand 
of bis companion, the brave conductor hurried 
forward. He passed the fearful chasm on the
overturned body of a freight car, and at length 
reached the locomotive. Down an embankment 
of forty-five feet, it lay, buried in water !
There was a dwelling house near by, and the 
inhabitants, alarmed by the singular noise, has­
tened to the spot with lanterns. Messengers 
were immediately despatched to the neighboring 
houses for aid, anti the whoie vicinity was soon 
alive with men, women and children, flocking tG 
the scene of the catastrophe.
The passengers were released from their hor­
rid confinement; and with depressed spirits, the 
men set to work to reduce the water about the 
engine. At the end of two hours of hard labor, 
a trench had been cut through the gravel, and 
the mad waters rushed in. Fifteen minutes 
served to reveal to the eyes of the anxious gazers 
the overturned engine—a mere wreck, broken 
and mutilated.
“Who will descend with me?’’ asked the con­
ductor, Mr. Selwyn, preparing to go down. 
Mayfield’s cousin, and a young farmer, stepped 
forward. Slowly and cautiously, for the bank of 
sand and gravel so long tortured by the flood, 
was but a precarious foot-hold, they"proceeded, 
and at last reached Ihe bottom.
The labor of a few moments exhumed the en­
gine-house from the heaps of broken machinery, 
and the waste rubbish of the channel. Mr. Sel- 
wyn pried open the door.
“ Poor Mayfield ! Wretched Lina !” he ex­
claimed, passing his hand over the body of the 
engineer, whose faithful hand still grasped the 
safety-valve ! True to his charge was William 
Mayfield to the last!
The fireman and his assistant were literally 
torn in pieces.
From appearances, it seemed that Mayfield 
had lived for some time in this horrible char­
nel-house, for his flesh was still warm, and from 
the disarrangement of his apparel, those who 
saw him were led to the conclusion that be had 
striven hard to free himself from the jaws of 
Death!
He had doubtless heard the spades of his 
friends as they worked to reach his place of con­
finement—maybe, he had even understood their 
conversation as they toiled ! If so, who can ima­
gine the agony of tiiat soul’s feelings ?
The dead bodies were taken out, and laid side 
by side on the rough embankment; and eyes, 
which were strangers to weeping, dropped silent 
tears over them. At length a by-stander broke 
the oppressive silence.
“Who will tell his wife?” he asked, indicating 
poor Mayfield with a nod of the liea*d.
Every .eye caught the face of Mr. Selwyn^ The 
young conductor brushed the moisture from 1ms 
eyes - hesitated a moment, and then said : *
‘ “ Yes, it must be done ! I will tell her, but it 
will break her heart; poor thing !”
A horse was procured from a farm-house near 
by, and Mr. Selwyn set out. The distance to
A------- , was about fifteen miles ; and through
the darkness and horror of the night he spurred 
on.
The lights of A-------  broke on his view—
Mayfield’s house appeared, th*e bright glow of a 
cheerful fire beaming out through the gloom. 
With hesitating step, Selwyn approached the 
door. The slight noise of his footsteps reached 
the listening ears within; the door flew open, 
and a pair of soft, warm arms fell around his
“ Oh, Willie ! Willie ! God be thanked ! You 
don’t know how I have suffered this dreadful 
night 1”
Mr. Selwyn unwound the clinging arms from 
his neck, and supported the half-fainting form 
into the house ; and with every vestige of color 
gone from his face, he said :
“ Mrs. Mayfield, compose yourself, I have 
much to say to you !” »
“ Great God ! it is true ! Willie is dead ! I
felt it! Mr. Selwyn,” and she clutched his arm 
with a grip like iron—“ tell me the truth !”
“ Madam, I dare not deceive you—your hus­
band is, I trust, in heaven !”
Shall I speak of the scene which followed ? 
No, no ! my pen would be powerless ! Let the 
curtain of night aud gloom fall over it.
Lina Mayfield still lives—a pale, grief-stricken 
woman ! The light of happiness has fled forever 
from her eyes, and the shadow of a life-agony 
has stolen the roses from her cheek. Silver 
mingles with the brown of her tresses, and her 
ringing laughter is hushed.
Day after day, to the noisy factory goes this 
devoted mother, to earn in the dust and gloom 
the paltry sum which clothes and educates her 
fatherless children. She is striving to bring 
them up good men; and if tho example of a 
woman, purified by affection, can affect their 
future lives, then will her object be attained.
